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Red flashes of a hell Fd fain forget y 
Chameleon moods^ with here and there a strain 
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PREFACE. 

I thank the Proprietors and Editors of The Bulletin^ 
Steele Rudfs Magazine^ Freeman^ s Journal^ The World's 
News, Brisbane Flashes, The Cobar Leader, The Radical, 
and The Orange Leader for their kind permission to 
include in this collection those verses that appeared in 
their Journals, and am grateful to the subscribers for 
helping me to print this volume. 

Reviewers of these pieces must not forget I present 
them as verses, not poems, Fm too well aware of 
what has been and ought to be done in metre to over- 
rate my productions, which are nmv valuable to me 
only as means to an end. Thereafter, I trust to ac- 
complish in prose what I have not^ through adverse 
circumstances, even approached in verse. But such 
little encouragement is shoivn to an Author in Aus- 
tralia that he writes almost without hope of seeing 
his work in print. To manipulate a clever swindle 
would pay him better in this world, 

ARTHUR A. D. BA YLDON. 

Sydney, N,S, W,, 

February isth, 1905, 

4^0 copies of these Verses have been prifUed^420 numbered by 
thi Author for Subscribers and 30 for Press Remewers — 
'&f which this is No, tf) I V 

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 
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ERRATA. 



These verses had to be printed without the author's final 
revision of the text. The following errors have unfortunately 
also crept in, which the reader will kindly rectify : — 

Page 30, line 16, for . read ; 
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„ overwhelming ,, overwhelming 
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8 „ hand 
5 „ thought 
17 ,, superb 
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,, Quickened 

,, brand 

„ I thought 

„ lovely 



TO POHSY. 

These vessels of verse, O Great Goddess, are filled 

with invisible tears, 
With the sobs and sweat of my spirit and her desolate 

brooding for years ; 
See, I lay them— not on thine altar for they are 

unpolished and plain. 
Not rounded enough by the potter, too much burnt 

in the furnace of pain ; 
But here in the dust, in the shadow, with a sudden 

wild leap of the heart 
I kneel to tenderly kiss them, then in silence arise 

to depart. 

I linger awhile at the portal with the light of the 

crimsoning sun 
On my wreathless brow bearing the badges of battles 

Fve fought in not won. 
At the sound of the trumpet IVe ever been found in 

thy thin fighting line, 
And the weapons Fve secretly sharpened have flashed 

in defence of thy shrine. 
IVe recked not of failures and losses, nor shrunk from 

the soilure of strife 
For thy magical glamour was on me and art is the 

moonlight of life. 



TO POESY, 

I move from the threshold, Great Goddess, with steps 

meditative and slow ; 
Night steals like a dream to the landscape and slips 

like a pall o'er its glow. 
I carry no lamp in my bosom and dwindling in gloom 

is the track, 
No token of man's recognition to prompt me to ever 

turn back. 
I strike eastward to meet the great day-dawn with the 

soul of my soul by my side. 
My goal though unknown is assured me, and the 

planet of Love is my guide. 



AUSTRALIAN VERSES. 
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TO THE SWAGMEN, 

JVifA whom I have suffered^ jested^ and tramped^ these 

verses are sympatJietically dedicated. 
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All day he'd struggled gamely 

Along the Western Track, 
With grim soul suffered tamely 

His sins' weight on his back ; 
Borne all that hell, malicious 

And furious, could devise : 
Thirst, hunger, plague-pests vicious, 

Racked joints, jagged heels, bleared eyes. 
For hours the fierce sun raking 

With fiery shafts the plain 
Had stabbed his eye- balls aching 

And mocked his spinning brain. 
The track wound stark and lonely 

As to a demon's haunt, 
Through blank wastes chequered only 

By bones the wild winds flaunt 
The crows and hawks had vanished — 

The red sun's Gorgon-glare 
Had all but hell's spawn banished. 

Or blanched them with despair. 



THE WESTERN TRACK 

Like smoke of bush fires burning 

Afar off, lifts the dust 
In wan, weird, columns turning 

Within the hot wind's gust. 
Meanwhile, a luring vision 

Of phantom water gleams. 
Receding in derision 

With tantalizing dreams ; 
Receding yet still shimmering, 

Than mountain streams more clear, 
Now waning, brightening, glimmering, 

Now distant and now near. 
He peers into the distance 

Where sky and white sand blaze. 
No timber glooms resistance 

Unto his wandering gaze. 
No touch of green sends greeting — 

The viewless wings of Death 
So near him now are beating 

He almost feels their breath. 
Old mates, long dead, seem near him 

Who talk of days gone by. 
Who grip his "hand and cheer him : 

Mate, pluck up ! ne'er say die. 
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THE WESTERN TRACK, 

On either side they're tramping, 

Of willow shades they speak, 
Where travellers are camping 

Beside a snow-fed creek. 
The curse of battlers hoary 

Upon the tramp out-back, 
Of many a tragic story 

Is on that Western Track : 
Banned as a burnt-out planet, 

Parched as a sea-less beach. 
With withering winds to fan it, 

With furnace fires to bleach. 
Death-haunted and hell-branded 

Flung out, blind, dumb, and bare — 
God help the wretch world-stranded 

And Fate-scourged who drifts there ! 
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TflB SPIRIT op THH BUSfl. 

A spirit presides in the vast wild bush which only the 

poet sees 
When the sun goes down with his rich gold locks 

dishevelled among the trees. 
With wattle leaves wreathing her maiden brow and 

twined round her Austral lyre, 
On a mountain peak she sits serene in a veil of ruby fire; 
And he feels his wistful eyes grow dim and his pale 

cheeks warmly flush, 
For he knows by that breeze-swept lyre his Muse — 

the spirit of the bush. 

A spirit haunts the lone bush tracks which only the 

swagman sees 
When he sinks at last worn out with age and racked 

with a vague disease. 
As the wan moonlight grows weird and strange he 

watches with bated breath 
A shadowless shape approaching him which he knows 

by his dreams is Death ; 
And he struggles to rise with a half-choked curse that 

grates on the dreadful hush, 
And spurns with his fist the outstretched hand of the 

spirit of the bush. 

28 



THB COHQUHST op TflH DROUGHT. 

We come, we come, with power and pomp, our forces 

are hurrying fast 
To the marching monsoon's trumpet blare, and the 

Drought King stares aghast 
Our skirmishers are pushing fast to the leaguered lands 

out-back, 
And our fighting lines are on the move and clearing 

the bushman's track. 
Our heavy battalions are mustering thick with muffled 

ponderous tread, 
With wings that beat and flutter and float like funereal 

flags outspread. 
Like a bleeding eye in a socket of fire the blood-red 

sun, dust-dim, 
Glares angrily out of a chasm torn in our serried 

armies grim. 

With ambushes of lurking fog and our allies of 

snow 
And damping mist and soaking sleet — those sappers 

sure and slow. 
With shot of hail and volleys loud of roaring thunder 

showers 
The battle rages night and day until the field is ours. 
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THE CONQUEST OF THE DROUGHT, 

From mountain peak to craggy clifT, from bush to 

desert plain, 
Our huge artillery swept the foe with sheets of pelting 

rain. 
No parley and no truce was there, no sky-field's short 

bivouac, 
We stormed his fortress held in strength by his fierce 

fiends out-back. 

Hurrah ! the rivers are rushing down with paeans loud 

and grand. 
The rumbling floods are glutting leagues of stark and 

parching land. 
The Drought King flies before our troops, his tyranny 

is o'er, 
And shattered are the manacles that his tortured 

captives bore. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! our infantry, sky-darkening, is now 

massed. 
Supports are waiting orders — but the battle hunt is 

passed. 
Rejoice ! rejoice ! ye Austral States, your foe is put to 

rout, 
Our bustling winds are trumpeting : The Conquest of 

the Drought. 



HARIiY SPIiI|«G. 

The dewy freshness of the dawn to breathing bland- 

ness turning, 
The clear translucent hours of noon, the sun so softly 

burning, 
The faint suffusing sunset bloom than damsel's blush 

more tender. 
The gentler shining of the stars — all mark spring's 

virgin splendour. 



Some trees are speckled with small buds, some 

eagerly are greening. 
Their rueful leisure left when they found out life's 

mighty meaning ; 
The insect tribes are just astir, birds to and fro are 

winging 
Or fluting snatches of the songs they'll soon be 

sweetly singing. 



But oh ! this shower of melody, this clear strain 

floating o'er us, 
The gush and cry of utter joy ! love's care-abandoned 

chorus ! 



EARLY SPRING. 

The subtle sirens sang to death the souls their spells 

could capture, 
But yon lark sings spring's bridal song to lift us to 

life's rapture. 

The orchards lulled by lazy bees and shallow stream- 
lets flowing 

Seem drifted o'er with snow warm-tinged in sunset's 
rosy glowing ; 

And like some splendid passages in an unvaried 
story 

The wattles in the bush bum here and there in yellow 
glory. 



Tis spring again 
Miraculously fresh and new : — 

Washed by the rain 
The sky melts into seas of blue. 

Wattles afire 
With yellow torches scent the air, 

As though a choir 
Of angels had been resting there. 

The magpie gloats 
O'er draughts of this clean atmosphere. 

And sprawls out notes 
In lubric giugles bugling clear. 

A lulling sound 
Of tiny insects near the leaves 

And on the ground, 
In drowsy dronings sinks and heaves. 

Clear clarion calls 
Of bird to bird and bell-like chimes, 

And bubbling falls 
Stressing some wayward water's rhymes ; 

2S 



SPRING. 
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With surging swells 
Of forest murmur like the sea, 

And solemn spells 
Of silence brief and shadowy ; 

Then pattering rain 
Drifting in loose dissolving lines, 

And then again 
The sibyl sighing of the pines. 

The druggish gum 
And pungent perfume of the trees, 

The breezy hum 
And buzzing of blue flies and bees ; 

And everywhere 
A buoyanqr of boughs and streams 

Of bright blue air. 
And energy with life that teems. 

On yon blue height 
I should not be perplexed to see 

A god alight, 
In dazzling full-blown majesty — 
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SPRING. 



The god of song 
With spring-tide beauty in his face, 

Gliding along 
In all the pride of youthful grace ; 

And his own Nine, 
In white robes floating down like foam 

To groves of pine. 
Through their dark shades to singing roam ; 

Till wet with dew 
And fragrant with wild odours, they, 

Climbing the blue 
Like gleaming clouds, would soar away. 



AUTUMN m DROUGHT TIOIH. 

Desolate, bleak and depressing, O Autumn, is thy 
gradual waning, 
But blue are thy skies with a keenness no glittering 
steel could surpass ; 
Oh ! for the murmur of water in lieu of thine arid 
disdaining, 
That this dusty, bleached, thirst-cracking landscape 
might be swathed in the greening of grass. 

When matched with this pitiless picture of lank sheep 
and skeleton cattle, 
Gasping with gouged, bleeding sockets amid beak- 
plunging, ravenous crows, 
The deep billow-roaring of cannon, and the scenic 
distractions of battle. 
Are something devout and inspiring, especially to 
one that has foes. 

Rivers are shrinking to frog-holes, and choking with 
carrion green-livid. 
Deserts like granite invade the once meadow-smooth 
stretches of plain ; 
And yet we cannot but marvel at colours so various 
and vivid — 
But oh 1 for the long swinging columns and sombre 
soft rhythm of rain. 
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flVriiten on A QHnnslamd B$ack), 



Poisonous, bloated, crab-like shapes 
Crawl in gangs around these Capes — 
Stopping here and feeding there ; 
Listening, crawling everywhere ; 
Searching every slimy weed 
With a frothing, wild-eyed greed ; 
Fighting o'er a lump of scurf, 
Or a red boil of the earth ; 
Thrusting up their writhing claws 
To their grinning fiend-like maws. 
And these horrid creatures, wet 
With a thick unwholesome sweat, 
Have most hideous banquets here 
On the poor drowned marineer. 
Down they hurry eagerly, 
Chittering with ghoulish glee ; 
They have smelt the tainted air 
From that body rotting there. 
How they twitch their claws and pry 
Into each distorted eye ; 
How they spit on him with spite 
As their nippers pinch and bite ; 



CRABS. 



How they strip him ghastly bare, 
Leaving not a morsel there, 
Till they're gorged and all squat near 
Fleshless remnants with a leer. 
When the billows near them roll 
Each will scoop himself a hole 
In the mud-bank and therein 
Sleep like an embodied sin. 

In the world so crass and blind 
Human crabs feed on their kind : 
Glutted creatures that devour 
All that fall into their power ; 
Skulking near their dismal holes 
They sniflf out poor wretched souls, 
Thrown by life's unpitying sea 
On the beach of misery. 
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Tfifl STHHAm. 

On some far, lonely, scowling height, 
Gaunt, grim, and ghastly torn — 

Coeval with primordial light, 
This little stream was born. 

Familiar with eternal space 
She, stretching, grew so strong 

That chancing on a sloping place 
She sang her first faint song. 

A rippling run of notes — no more. 
Where monstrous crags stood stark. 

Whose sport is *mid the thunder's roar 
To be the lightning's mark. 

Rebels, against whose branded sides 
Years striking melt like snow — 

The catacombs where Nature hides 
What she wrought long ago. 

Year after year she toiled about 

Their subterraneous feet ; 
Oft checked and pausing as in doubt. 

But scorning to retreat. 
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THE STREAM, 



Aided by rains kind Nature sent, 

Who missed her song of glee, 
She leaped to light and downward went 

With brawling melody. 

Through channels worn by sister streams 

She, chiming, sped along ; 
Through forests pondering o'er their dreams 

She sang a silver song. « 

Now forming fairy waterfalls 

To drone like dulcimers. 
Now dancing through delighted halls 

That held that song of hers ; 

Now scattering over ragged rocks 

In twirling tufts of foam. 
Now spreading pools, where wranglmg flocks 

Of wild fowl build a home. 

In silver sandals tripping down. 
And showering lights around her. 

She reached the suburb of this town. 
Where I this morning found her. 
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THE STREAM. 



O singing stream, upon whose banks 

I loiter loth to go, 
What grateful gifts and heart-felt thanks 

All creatures to thee owe. 

Not less melodious is this throng 

Of bell-like notes so clear, 
Than that suave, subtle, planet song 

Which only God can hear. 

To those that wait with wistful eyes — 

But wait and watch in vain 
For black clouds loading up the skies. 

And trailing sheets of rain. 

How beautiful that nymph must be 
Who dwells beneath thy sheen \ 

This honey-dropping melody 
Proclaims a lyric queen. 

The sunset rose hues lose their light. 

Day's golden glories die ; 
Now solemn grows thy voice, for night 

Comes stealing like a sigh. 
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TO A Sl^V^IiAHi^- 

O flickering thing, that soars to sing the song the 

whole world praises, 
Of Shakespeare's spring in notes that bring dreams of 

dear England's daisies, 
Pour out your song, swift, full and strong, our vast 

skies will receive you. 
And flit along, for nought shall wrong, dishearten, or 

shall grieve you. 
O speck of glee, I scarce can see, so dizzy is the 

distance. 
Your revelry shakes down on me like some wild 

brook's insistence ; 
Beneath your eye what grandeurs lie, what glories roll 

above you. 
And your clear cry 'twixt earth and sky — ah ! how the 

sun must love you ! 
No springs of pain taint your glad strain, fresh from 

celestial fountains 
It showers like rain on this broad plain and drifts 

towards yon mountains. 
Now you repeat notelets so sweet they scarce slide 

from your soaring. 
Then down the fleet shrill topnotes beat from your 

fierce heart's outpouring. 
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TO A SKYLARK, 

A flood of light brings you in sight still heavenward 

pulsating — 
O fearless mite, your eagle-flight sets my heart 

palpitating ! 
Through heaven's blue tide you singing glide and 

everything seems listening, 
Then spurt aside as though to hide where those 

white clouds are glistening. 
What do you learn to make you yearn for this exalted 

winging ? 
Do you discern, where'er you turn, an angel proudly 

singing. 
From whose white throat such warbles float that you 

overwrought will catch them, 
And yet must gloat when some stray note of yours 

can more than match them ? 
The burning west must be your nest and the sun's 

flaming passion 
Pant in your breast and its unrest uplift you in this 

fashion ; 
Its sovereign will wafts you until my eye dims as it 

gazes; 
A far-off thrill — now all is still : the sun has claimed 

his praises ! 

SS 



A BU8H CA]4Ali¥. 

A bush canary — hark ! oh, hark ! 

His raptures fill the vale, 
Kin-spirit of the frenzied lark 

And sobbing nightingale ; 
A feathered fount from dawn to dark 

Showers pearl notes quick as hail. 

I lie and listen stretched on leaves. 

As curious as a child ; 
Again, the blue air throbs and heaves 

As notes on notes are piled 
Down-scattering, and then he weaves 

His lucid song-woof wild. 

Within my mammoth cradle I 
Am sung to sweetest dream — 

Steered by a prince of melody 
O'er vision's golden stream ; 

The huge trees one by one float by 
In freaks of shade and beam. 

A tawny pool lies at my feet 
With large blue lilies spread ; 

Wild roses breathing odour sweet 
Entwining shield my head ; 
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A BUSH CANARY. 



The tapestry of my retreat 
Flows green and broidered red. 

The rose, the ruby, and the star, 
And this clear spray of song, 

In Beauty's court so perfect are 
The Muses round them throng. 

Yes, praise the singing birds afar 
But slight not ours with wrong. 
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THIS IS TO lilVB. 

It's ho ! to be in the saddle ere the dew forsakes the 

grass, 
When the odour of the forest breathes around us as 

we pass, 
With the insects in a hurry and the birds at festival, 
And the sunbeams in their ecstacy keep dancing over 

all; 
When the trees come flying past in a sharp eye- 
opening spin 
And our horse is like elastic with his drum-like sleeky 

skin. 
When we feel so young and buoyant that our foes we 

could forgive 
And in spite of worldly worries we can sing — this is 

to live ! 

It's ho ! to strip ere breakfast, take a header, and then 

cleave 
With strokes that lift us laughing through the billows 

as they heave, 
And then with scarce a ripple just to turn aside and 

go 
Where serene shoals are shining like a silver shower 
below, 
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THIS IS TO LIVE, 

To slide and glide and turn and swerve and taper out 

and scull 
Through greening greys and purpling blues and 

shadows beautiful, 
Then swiftly rise with bubbles and a hallo ! that can give 
An appetite to divers through a flight — this is to live ! 

It's ho ! when shrill the trumpet blows and into line 

we wheel 
Then charge with dust and naked blades, loose rein, 

and driving heel ; 
While our own column holds its breath and watches 

from the hill 
And centuries of fighting heat set all the blood 

athrill— 

The rush, the shock, the wedging in and slashing out 

for room 
With furious haste in blinding smoke where swords 

clash, cannons boom. 
Then dashing back mid shot and shell we panting 

long to give 
A sudden swoop upon the guns— by God ! this is to 

live ! 

The Author detests war : these verses are, therefore^ the ex- 
pression only of the physical man* 
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THB iiAV op THH suiimmBii. 

IVJken thiSi verses were written the Author was giving exhiditumsr 
of fancy swimming* 

When the big, blue waves come thundering down 

And the great winds bellow free, 
And the frightened folk from the neighbouring town 

Gaze afar at the tumbling sea ; 
Oh ! then is the time when the pulses beat, 

And the heart thumps loud and strong, 
And the soul leaps out to the blindihg sleet 

And joins in the war-like song. 

I love you, steeds, with your great grey heights, 

And drink to your mammoth breed ; 
Hurrah ! for your scoff at those rider mites 

And their shivering steeds that bleed. 
Drive them home to their stalls and craven reins,. 

And the pitiless biting lash ; 
And toss in their riders* faces your manes, 

With scorn at their mettle and dash. 

O great grey steeds that rise and swell, 

Ye champ at your foam to think 
There's a rider that knows your moods too well 

To strike for the beach or shrink ; 
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THE LAY OF THE SWIMMER, 

When ye thrust up your heads and ramp and roar^ 

And charge with the whistling sleet — 
With a rapid twist of the hips, no more, 

He somersaults down to your feet. 

But ah ! a sudden thought has sway 

And the heart grows heavy as lead : 
The swimmer may find his match one day 

And his vanity knocked on the head ; 
In those swift, strange visits through sapphire lights 

To depths where the ghostly sleep. 
This horror has flashed like lightning at night — 

I'm entombed in the terrible deep. 

God ! what a shiver strikes quick through the heart 

In that vastness, and silence, and gloom, 
Of which you are and are not a part 

Like one just awake in a tomb. 
Strike for the surface, I'm gasping for air; 

Oh ! for the sunshine again — 
A shock like a gun-crack, a thought-smiting glare^ \ 

And a blood vessel snaps on the brain. 

But the swimmer alert on the surface again 
How he laughs at such fanciful fears, 
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THE LAY OF THE SWIMMER, 

And spurts back the spray that showers like rain 
And pelts like sharp shot on his ears ; 

And he carols with glee as he darts along, 
To the claps of the crowded shore ; 

But a sombre note has entered his song, 
That never was there before. 
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TflH SOUTH^SHA ISIiA]4DBH. 

Far away in the coral sea-isles 

That glisten like gems in the sea ; 
Where a tropical sun ever smiles 

On groves of the cocoanut tree ; 

Where the beautiful, warm, sleepy waters 
Rise and sink with the blue of the tides 

Bask the good-humoured mothers and daughters, 
The mirth-loving lovers and brides. 

Their life is a circle of pleasure ; 

They hunt, fish, lounge at their ease ; 
Their freedom is their only treasure ; 

Food falls from the full-fruited trees. 

They know not the sin and the sorrow 
That hang round these kennels of ours ; 

They live for to-day, not to-morrow. 
And drop off to sleep in their bowers. 

Till we the selfish and cruel. 

By pressure of presents and lies, 
Rob them of their only jewel — 

The freedom of earth's Paradise. 



THE SOUTH-SEA ISLANDER. 

How their hearts must thrill with emotion 
At thoughts of their purple-washed home. 

Where they slept on the breast of the ocean 
And paddled about in its foam. 

How they silently cling to each other, 

Outcasts in an alien land ; 
How I pity each poor dark-skinned brother 

That meets me, for I understand. 
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The nations shudder when I wake and mount my 

flaming car — 
The Ogre of the centuries, the Moloch god of war. 
Ye dwellers on Pacific shores who stand at gaze and 

wait 
You hear my travelling chariot beyond your Northern 

gate: 
You've triumphed over flood and drought that held 

your land in fee 
And brought the fire-king to his knees, yet you shall 

yield to me. 

Earth quakes beneath my chariot wheels and all 

creation groans, 
Religions droop and monarchs cringe upon their 

crumUing thrones. 
I flout the dream-stuff^ed artist and I mock the 

drivelling sage 
And scrawl in scarlet capitals my name across each 

age. 
I lop the growth of commerce and I blast within af> 

hour 
Some proud ambitious empire's hope of universal 

power. 
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WAR. 

I spurn the trophies, battle-scarred, that in my temple 

shine 
And louder, fiercer, deadlier swells the death-hymn 

at my shrine. 
I crave for full dominion over ever}' sea and shore 
To feast my court of ravenous fiends then sleep to 

wake no more. 
IVe harnessed now my steeds of hell with one fierce, 

fell, desire 
To flaunt my flying banners o*er a world of blood and 

fire. 

Ho ! ho ! the nations tremble now, their eyes are 

fixed afar 
Upon the roaring chariot and blood-red god of war. 
Through sulphurous smoke of reeking guns and 

avalanching shells, 
Through blazing towns and bursting mines — the heart 

of lurid hells 
My battle chariot travels on and many a nation yet 
And far-ofl* island dozing now shall pay to me their 

debt. 
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TO AUSTHAIiIA]4S. 

The nations take their places 

Upon the board of Fate, 
With stem, determined faces 
And spirits hot with hate. 
The battle-drums are rattling, 

War's shining blades are bared ; 
My countrymen ! cease prattling — 
Get ready ! Be prepared ! 
Be lions free and fearless, not rats within a trap. 
To hold aloof with weaponed paw the Muscovite and 
Jap. 

Equip, and have reliance 

Within yourselves to stand ^ 
On bulwarks of defiance 

Should foes approach your land. 
Did Britain, her base shaken, 

Go down, how would ye fare — 
Untrained, unarmed, forsaken, 
Checkmated everywhere ? 
Fear not, but, oh ! be ready ; sit not and idly wait. 
Lest palsy seize you should a foe come thundering at 
your gate. 
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TO AUSTRALIANS, 

This is no time to palter, 
Your ordeal has begun, 
Prepare then, lest you falter 

When you should grasp the gun. 
By all that you hold holy ! 
By all you claim to be ! 
For your own welfare solely 
Play not with Destiny. 
Be ready, oh ! be ready, and cease to idly boast, 
Lest your own banner flutter down should foes pounce 
on your coast. 

Hush ! each discordant faction ; 

Each bickering party, cease ! 
Strike up the drums for action, 

But keep your pledge with Peace. 
Now by the flag above you ! 
For every dear one's sake 
Wives, children— all that love you 
And all you have at stake, 
Be ready, oh ! be ready, with hand on your sword 

hilt 
To battle for Australia till life's last drop be spilt. 
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TflH GITV QUBB]4. 

Let others praise thee, city queen, 
For thy superb and gracious parts ; 

We shudder, for behind the scene 
Are stifling souls and breaking hearts. 

Despite thy crown of rubies red 

And robe of roses, we discern 
Thy leprous shape and grim death's head 

And hell-lusts that within them burn. 

Despite the festive sounds that flow 
Between each long lascivious strain, 

We hear an undertone of woe — 
The dirge for children thou hast slain. 

Give answer from thy lordly domes : 
Where are our sisters young and fair 

Whom thou hast lured from our bush homes — 
O hag of hell, where are they, where ? 

Ask at thy squalid dens of lust, 

Thy dead-house and crime's dark retreats ; 
Thou hast betrayed their child-like trust 

And sneering flung them on thy streets. 
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THE CITY QUEEN, 

The sons of genius thou hast bred 

How fare they ? answer from thy throne : 

Struggling like famished rats for bread ; 
Thy smiles are for the wealthy drone. 

Behold thy daughters, weary-eyed, 
Thy sweated workers, patient slaves, 

Who, withering, to support thy pride. 
Sustain the seeds of early graves. 

O beldame, drugging us with cant ; 

O vampire, sucking out our souls ; 
We watch thee from the wastes of want 

Parading in thy sensual roles. 

Oh ! proudly soar thy lofty towers ; 

Oh ! sumptuous is that feast of thine ; 
And everlasting seem the flowers. 

And nectar the delicious wine \ 

But ah ! on our prophetic ears. 
Alert within our soul's deep gloom, 

Sounds clearly through the hush of years 
The foot-fall of thy coming Doom. 
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SHOBS. 

'Tis not with dolls of fashion 

That lounge in gaudy halls, 
Along whose brand-new scutcheons 

The asp of scandal crawls. 
Tis not with wealthy beldames, 

Gross, heartless, puffed with pride. 
The brimstone of whose master 

Could scarcely singe their hide. 

'Tis not with them the charter 

Of woman's mission lies, 
Of her descent and kinship 

With spirits great and wise. 
The wealthy have a license 

To veil their frailties o'er, 
Society endorsed it. 

And stepped behind the door. 

I hate the bloated beldames. 

The useless painted things, 
With their superfluous ironies — 

The barbarism of rings. 
I hate the heartless hussies. 

The smirking, soulless snobs, 
Whose only work is helping 

The dievil with his jobs. 
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HOBBI^T BOHHS. 

(Lines that might have been written by one of his Australian 
contemporary admirers had there been any,) 

A man of height and brawny frame, 

Strong-jointed, firmly-knit, 
Swart-faced with dark eyes flinging flame, 

And red lips curved for wit \ 
A dimple in his round full chin 
For Cupid's imps to gambol in. 

What recks he of the canting clan ? 

Of lordlings, and such trash ? 
A man of spunk is still a man 

Though he be short of cash. 
No doffing at some numskull's nod ; 
He pays no homage save to GoA 

Dame Nature chuckled at his birth 

And gossiped as he grew — 
Well kneaded of good homely earth 

And pure Parnassian dew ; 
With rhythmic currents of desire 
Surging within like moon-led fire. 

With challenges, Protean-like, 

She teased and pranked and played 
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ROBERT BURNS, 

With her big, rough* Olympian tyke, 

Soft-hearted as a maid, 
Who rams home maxims from a mouse 
And biting satire from a louse. 

Strong thoughts, disdaining prude disguise. 
Leap singing from his soul ; 

His heart floods all the arteries 
From pole to human pole ; 

Storms, hurling bolts at sordid power. 

Shower splendours on a daisy flower. 

" I weary of these ranting clowns. 

Out with thy thistled whip. 
And rattle at them in the towns. 

Just make the snufHers skip, 
Their sly tricks almost drive me daft " — 
Out cracked his whip, whereat she laughed. 

He waxed more lusty hour by hour, 

And clambered to her lap. 
And kicked his heels and grasped his dower. 

Nor cared for loons a rap ; 
With relish for supernal things 
He quips and mocks and laughs and sings. 



ROBERT BURNS. 

He tears the bandage from men's eyes : 
" Behold ! " he cries with scorn, 
" Across the blood-smeared centuries 
The track great souls have worn ; 
The track that winds to hallowed Truth 
Through pain and grief and shame and ruth." 

" A lengthening line of solemn seers 

And workers stem and pale, 
Tread firmly that bright track of tears 

In wisdom's triple-mail ; 
Beneath their free and flashing blades 
Fall errors to derisive shades." 

** Ye workers, with your branded brows 

And twisted, tortured thews, 
For you those great souls pledge their vows 

To fight power men abuse ; 
Like seeds their thoughts from cross and block 
Fall — whither? on good ground or rock ? " 

" I, too, can love and fiercely hate, 
And err by passion led, 
Can see the clashing blade of Fate 



ROBERT BURNS. 



With my blood gouted red ; 
The world may heap on me its curse, 
But Truth has camped within my verse." 
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To G. t(. B. 

Through the sorrows I have struggled comrades IVe 

had not a few; 
But for sterling worth and staunchness never one to 

equal you ; 
We have pined and fought together, hid our misery 

with a grin, 
Laughed and jested like two school-lads when misfor. 

tune rubbed it in ; 
Talked of countries we had plodded, wondered where 

we next should roam, 
Cast up schemes with subtle thinking whereby we 

might scramble home. 
Yes, O friend, the true and trusty, friend indeed, 

without a peer — 
Bearded face and merry greeting I have pined for 

many a year : 
We have struggled, you a sketcher, I a scribbler, 

without pause. 
Sometimes almost without tucker, always without 

man's applause. 
I now scribble lines of greeting, wondering where the 

deuce you are, 
Whether you are somewhere near me or are plodding 

lands afar. 



70 G. R. B. 

If you see them, just take notice, I have something 

good for you ; 
If you don't, I'm going to find you, until when, old 

chum, adieu. 
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OH THH TRACK. 

The swagmen O! the swagmen O! from state to state 

they trudge : 
The stager grim, the rouseabout that owes someone a 

grudge, 
The shearer cursing at the rain, the dosser seeking 

duds, 
The lanky bushman skiting horse — the grafter, grubby 

spuds. 
The fool-toff snuffling o'er the past, the cook that's 

blewed his cheque. 
The combo sucked of soul and sense, a mooning 

hopeless wreck. 
The crank inventing wild machines to spin himself 

off earth. 
The narrow-hipped, lean-shanked galoot Fate handi- 
capped at birth. 
The cove that jumped the rattler and the new-chum 

limping slow — 
In twos and threes and on their own with each his 

yam of woe. 
With tucker-bags and billy-cans and Duncan on their 

back 
They trust to luck to pull them through, and face the 

Western Track. 
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ON THE TRACK. 

The swagmen O ! the swagmen O ! all chock-a-blocked 

with woes 
Push singing, cursing, grumbling on to find food or 

feed crows. 

II. 
These verses appeared in the Bulletin titled * * The Damnadle Sin, " 

Out in the back blocks grimly trudging, far from the 

city's clanging noise : 
Stolid women child-encumbered, bearded men with 

limping boys ; 
Luny swagmen, sneaks and spielers, cripples heaping 

groan on groan ; 
Ugly gaol-birds wanted somewhere, white-haired hatters 

all alone ; 
Men that once would scorn to palter cadging now a 

little flour. 
Faces once so bright and cheerful getting dark and 

hard and sour — 
Travel-tired they all trudge onward cursed with that 

most damning sin 
Of— Good God! possessing stomachs when they've 

nought to put therein. 
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ON THE TRACK. 

III. 
In the desert waste the swagman has faced the spectre 

most men dread 
When crying "Fm done!" and the smiting sun writhes 

a desperate hell-fused red, 
With spiteful flies and scathing skies and a seared 

bush here and there 
To mock his gaze in a white sand blaze that blenches, 

God knows where ! 
A stab of pain through the splitting brain and the 

fierce scene rocks and swims 
And the sun strikes straight with a flash of hate and 

he drops with flopping limbs. 
A gripping hand at slipping sand, a spasm that heaves 

a sweat 
O'er the parched, cracked skin as with a grin the 

spectre grabs his debt. 
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Alto DWfiCRH THHfi OOHS UP. 

The pale plume of the day-king 

Has stealthily increased. 
The mountains are awaking 

With fronts toward the east. 
A mist without a motion 

Hangs shrouding the ravine — 
The phantasm of an ocean, 

A strange, uncanny scene. 
The far-off bush is roaring 

Like some rough, inland sea ; 
But here, like ships at mooring, 

The boughs sway listles^y. 
Now three notes sharp and ringing 

From some small feathered sprite 
Set all the bush birds singing 

Delirious with delight. 



O Nature, like the sages— 
Those grand, huge souls of yore, 

Despite thy sudden rages 
I love thee more and more. 

Mother ! howe'er I falter, 
My spirit cleaves to thee : 
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AND DUNCAN THEN GOES UP. 

Each mountain is my altar, 

Each wood my sanctuary. 
With odorous leaves for bedding 

Fresh from their parent tree ; 
A roof of God's own spreading 

Of glorious mystery ; 
With forests crowding round me, 

With scent and sound divine, 
Without a care to hound me, 

Fve slept beside thy shrine. 

I now bask in my blanket 

With head upon my arm. 
While faint airs bring a banquet 

Of fresh, sweet, bushland balm. 
A distant bird is springing 

A lyric from his lute, 
A magpie near is flinging 

A flourish from his flute. 
With lap-lap-lap and babble 

A streamlet somewhere purls ; 
And crows keep up a gabble 

like school-ward trudging girls. 
Leaves lilt and wings are whirring : 

Creation's sole desire 
60 
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AND DUNCAN THEN GOES UP. 

Is to be up and stirring — 
O sluggard, where's your fire ? 

Give Greece her foam-white glory, 

Her marbles and her lyre ; 
Give Rome her pompous story 

Of blurring blood and fire ; 
Give France her red orations. 

Her swift assaults on fame — 
That butterfly of nations 

Wing-singed by Freedom's flame ; 
Give Spain her haughty boasting. 

Her annals stately-grand ; 
Stand up ! for Freedom's toasting 

Our own Australian land. 
Eager and swift, undaunted, 

In spite of years of dole, 
By tragic memories haunted. 

She moves to her great goal. 

The skies of satin splendour 
O'er Eden's blissful bowers. 

Swam not with blues more tender 
Than this clear sky of ours. 
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AND DUNCAN THEN GOES UP. 

What olive green more mellow, 

Just touched with frosted red, 
Suffused with melting yellow 

Than these leaves o'er my head ? 
How coldly pure the lustre 

Of yon leaf-clinging dews, 
A sunbeam smites a cluster — 

A blaze of lightning hues ! 
The roystering sun is filling 

The quivering skies with fire, 
And the wild, weird bush is thrilling 

With keen, fierce, mad desire. 

A breakfast without sauces 

Except what health can give ; 
No long dyspeptic courses — 

The swagman eats to live. 
Some billy-tea and damper, 

A pannikin of stew ; 
But oh 1 to see them scamper 

Would set you swagging, toa 
My blanket spread for airing 

Within some sunny spot, 
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AND DUNCAN THEN GOES UP. 

I stretch out without caring 
For aught but what I've got. 

A good, old smoke — what pleasure ! 
A fol-de-loU with pup ; 

A peep at some dear treasure, 
And Duncan then goes up. 
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TO A SWAGMAfl iri THB CITY. 

O hairy-faced old swagman 

I doff the cap to you ; 
I, too, have been a bagman 

And had to battle through 
The ordeal long and dreary 

Of destiny adverse ; 
Lean-gutted, worn and weary, 

And humping Duncan's curse. 

I, too, have scaled the ridges 

For many a lonesome league, 
And camped beneath the bridges, 

Near swooning with fatigue ; 
Have wakened, grimly groaning 

O'er joints atwist with pain. 
To hear the night wind moaning 

And feel the drifting rain. 

I, too — God help us wretches ! 

How little people know 
What pictures memory fetches 

To taunt us in our woe : 
Our wrongs no law has righted 

That prompt us to rebel, 
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TO A SWAGMAN IN THE CITY, 

When slandered, snubbed, and slighted 
We're shunted into hell. 

I, too, have seen the grinning 

Mad faces at my side, 
And earth and sky go spinning 

When staggering in my stride ; 
Have watched the dust-storms heaping 

Red pillars row on row, 
And breasted their wild sweeping 

In clinging flakes like snow. 

I, too, have fed on messes 

Not found in cookery books. 
And stufled myself with cresses 

Regardless of the flukes ; 
Have lain to slowly frizzle 

With not a shrub in sight ; 
Have slept throughout a drizzle 

And waked with hoar-frost white. 

I, too, my wrinkled sinner, 

Have tramped from shed to shed, 

And seen myself grow thinner 
And wished that I were dead ; 



TO A SWAGMAN IN THE CITY. 

Have dossed in houses haunted 
In spite of sage advice — 

But ghosts are easy daunted 
And shrink to squeaHng mice. 

I, too, have borne the flouting, 

The townsman's ugly sneer, 
The furious cooky's shouting. 

His mouth from ear to ear ; 
Have camped beneath a waggon, 

Tired out at set of sun ; 
Been stalked by some she-dragon 

To pot me with a gun. 

I, too, with spirit burning, 

Have pondered puzzles o'er : 
Why, spite of law and learning 

Tis sinful to be poor ; 
Why, in their saintly raiment 

Sleek charlatans can thrive. 
While Truth's rough, rugged claimant 

Can scarcely keep alive. 

I, too— but wherefore babble ? 
Here's my true hand-grip^ mate ; 



TO A SWAGMAN IN THE CITY. 

What knows this city rabble 

Of duelling with Fate? 
Though bowed and scarred and battered, 

Unkempt and meanly-clad ; 
Though every dream is shattered — 

Here's still a wine shop, dad ! 



THH SWROCdRJi. 

O ye that dwell in sumptuous halls in luxury and 

ease, 
Who shiver in your flannelled warmth at every bustling 

breeze ; 
Who shrink at thoughts of exercise beyond your 

morning calls 
And huddle in your carriages in overcoats and shawls ; 
Who prattle of the wild bush life, its pleasures and its 

pains, 
While lounging in some scenery within the reach of 

trains ; 
What know ye of this man who takes stern Nature's 

strong embrace 
And her tempestuous buffetings with grim, unaltered 

face? 

What know ye of those lonely tramps from out the 

wastes out-back ? 
Your grotesque shadow leering on the blinding 

blasted track, 
With blistering feet and stifling lungs and stewing in 

your shirt, 
'Mid stinging flies and parching winds and in a reek 

of dirt ; 
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THE SWAGMAN, 

Your tucker-bag near empty and your joints askew 

with pains ; 
Above, a naked scorching sun ; on every side, stark 

plains ; 
No water and no wood in sight — with bleared eyes 

peering out 
And puifed-up lips you struggle from the stronghold 

of the drought. 

What know ye of those lonely nights when the fire is 

getting low. 
Your dizzy brain still spinning round — to which place 

must I go ? 
While with a maddening zinging as of Chinese fiddle 

strings 
Mosquitoes swarm in myriads like delirious sharks 

with wings ; 
And when you're nicely dozing oif with blankets well 

tucked in 
The driftage of some thunderstorm just wets you to 

the skin ; 
And crawling to your feet you find some new woes 

have begun. 
That shuddering hours of cutting wind are *twixt you 

and the sun ? 
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THE SWAGMAN, 

What know ye of those lonely meals of damper spoilt 

by rain 
And tea stewed in such water as would taint a city 

drain? 
Of crouching in a culvert in a mess of puddly mire 
While mud slops from its crevices and swamps your 

bit of fire ? 
Of camping in a rookery crammed with uncanny 

nooks 
That all the dismal rainy night disgorge their wailing 

spooks? 
Of shivering on your sodden swag within a cave for 

days 
With roaring water ruin-strewn outspread before your 

gaze? 

What know ye of those marvellous moms when 

bursting into view 
The sun with strokes of fire flings the great bush 

framed in blue ? 
Of basking in your blankets in an arborage of green 
While Nature lifts her curtain off her transformation 

scene, 
And the overturing flute-notes of the magpies far 

away 
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THE SWAGMAH. 

At intervals float gurgling from the orchestra of day. 
And the green earth tosses jewels till the proud sun 

mounting higher 
Clothes her in dazzling glory — when you rise to make 

your fire ? 

O ye that dwell in sumptuous halls — what know ye of 

this man ? 
This saturnine old veteran that plods in Freedom's 

van ; 
Who laughs derisively at your vain haubles and your 

shows, 
And shrugs at his victorious fights with his tremendous 

foes; 
Who slouches o'er the continent and sprawls beneath 

the sky, 
And broods o'er tragic scenes that shift before his 

inward eye ; 
Who, snail-like, humps his domicile until he strikes 

the track 
That winds through wastes of dumb despair to the ' 

Grisly One out-back. 
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WHHH OUH SHHD CUTS OUT. 

WeVe bolted our food, when the whistle went, like a 

horde of savage brutes 
And scrambled to the jerking shears like a lot of daft 

galoots; 
We've flogged our strength through the sweltering 

heat till the " knock-oif bell ** has rung 
And made the devils dance and whoop at the 

blasphemous jokes weVe flung. 

We have jeered and laughed and yelled and cursed 

until our throats were sore ; 
We've gambled and fought with the lusts of hell — and 

what could we, lads, do more ? 
We have crooked our backs for the splitting pains and 

simmered in our sweat 
In a glut of stench and blotching sights — and, lads, 

we are not dead yet ! 

Then oh ! for a roaring song, my lads, ere we shout a 

fierce farewell 
To the bumptious boss and the stinking shed and the 

cook's cracked bullock-bell. 
To the fly-soup tea and sodden cakes and the lean 

chops dried to rags, 
To the broiling bunks and the greasy duds and then, 

lads, roll the swags ! 
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«THfi GHHAT piGHT Op HIS JISATH Jim 
AHD THH fiUlkliOCi^MpUHCHHH. 

He was a six foot bullock-puncher that skited in 

Matin's bar ; 
" Eare ! I'll fight aught yer've got to show fur a five- 

poun*, there yer ar.' " 
And spitting, he cleared his throat, and drained his 

long beer to the dregs, 
And brushed his lips on his hairy arm, and sprawled 

out his Clydesdale legs. 
" Oh ! chuck it, mate," from one of the boys, " this 

ringin' it in gets tame ; 
We've told yer afore we'll play yer at cards, and 

fightin's not our game. 
An' yer've had a tidy inning's, fer a bloomin' week or 

more; 
An' go-hang-me! ter hear yer blowin', yer'd baste 

McCoU with gore." 
" An' so I can," and he drove his hand across the 

counter-board. 
And the tumbling pint pots splashed their beer — " I'll 

fight yer with gloves," he roared ! 

* The first draft of this verse had the realistic bush vernacular 
which was toned down for publication, 
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THE GREAT FIGHT OF HIS MATE JIM, 

" Yer chick'n-arted spielers, yer, yer crawlers o' cattle- 
yards, 

Yer hangers-on without a bean, away wiv your pack of 
cards." 

" Here ! stow that language," Matin snapped, and he 
wiped the counter down, 

" My hotel has got the character of bein* the best in 
town; 

An' if yer jibs at these 'ere gents just shell out for this 
beer; 

Your cheque was a stiif un two days sin' and I want 
no bummers here." 

" 'Struth ! that your size," the Puncher said, " well, 
look 'ere, boss, I'll shout, 

An' 'ere!s the sugar if they're game, fur yer see I'm not 
cleaned out." 

And baring his brawny chest whose fleece was clotted 
with months of dirt, 

He yanked a cheque, with a cunning leer, from under- 
neath his shirt 

'* I'll knock out aught in this 'ere town that stands on 
bloomin' legs. 

An' if he bests me 'ere's the stuff as sartin as ^gs is 
eggs. 
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THE GREA T FIGHT OF HIS MA TE JIM. 

Woo's on ? '' he roared, and his blood -shot eyes rolled 

fiercely round the bar, 
And he hoarsely laughed through the damping hush 

till a voice cried, " Here yer ar' ! *' 
He was a stranger lean and long, and his words shot 

sharp and short : 

" I aint much with the props mysel', but I likes a bit 

of sport. 
1*11 cover that there genf man's stuff on behalf of my 

mate Jim, 
I reckon he*s the cove all righ' fur a tip-top mill with 

him. 
'Scuse me, gent'men, if I intrudes,*' and his voice 

seemed strangely soft 
As he nodded to Martin and the boys, then looked 

abashed and coughed. 
And the Puncher smote the counter-board, and the 

pint-pots jumped salute, 
And he would have spoke, but the stranger's voice 

sprang out, " An' here's the loot ! 
An' if yer care to double it," — and he sidled to the 

bar — 
ni back Jim bests yer with the gloves in three rounds, 

there yer ar*!" 
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THE GREAT FIGHT OF HIS MATE JIM, 

And he counted the notes so softly, with a face so 

mild and meek, 
That a minute ticked through the solemn bar ere a 

soul there cared to speak. 
Then the Puncher, with a ripping oath, on the counter 

planked his cheque : 
" A tenner V\\ best *im in two rounds, or scrag my 

blanky neck.** 
And Martin was made the stake-holder, and ere they 

moved away 
It was arranged that the bout should be at the 

stranger's camp next day. 



For many a weary week the boys had been down on 

their luck, 
There'd been no country Johnnies, and there was 

nought in town to pluck. 
Till young rat Binks, the pink and pride of all from 

here to Bourke, 
Filled the push with quaking horror, for he swore 

they'd have to work. 
" Yes, like the bloomin' flats," he moaned, " or hump 

your blessed drum. 
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THE GREA T FIGHT OF HIS MA TE JIM, 

W'ot's use of freezin* on to be vagged, and smooged 

and mouch and bum ? '' 
'Twas like an angel's bright approach when the 

Puncher swaggered in, 
And Paradise's sweetest sound his wild carouse of sin. 
But Fortune often smiles the most when she's about 

to sneer — 
Their angel worshipped only at the shrines of Blood 

and Beer. 
And the cruelest cut of all, poor lads, he never shouted 

drinks : 
" An* called us mangy pups, ster-ruth ! I'll euchre him 

yet," cried Binks. 
And then and there did Puncher win, by their most 

sacred code 
They swore to handle the stuff, had they to "bail up" 

on the road. 

The river that flowed with scarce a bend from its 

mountain home afar^ 
Crooking itself beyond the town, lay bright like a 

scimitar. 
And cool green willows doggedly clung, wherever the 

water went, 
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THE GREAT FIGHT OF HIS MATE JIM. 

To its grassy banks, and under one the stranger had 

pitched his tent, 
And he lounged and chuckled over his pipe within 

this shady bower, 
And waited for Puncher and the boys at the appointed 

hour. 
With laughter and jokes and faces aglow the boys 

came trooping down, 
And Martin, with his cronies, in a gig drove from the 

town. 
And Puncher strode, with swinging arms and tanned 

face fiercely grim — 
He'd pulled himself together for the doom of this cove 

Jim. 
"How goes it, gents?" said the bos^ of the camp, 

"my mate is ready soon. 
He's strong on this *ere scrap, and it's a rare, fine 

afternoon." 
And knocking his pipe against his heel he disappeared 

from view 
Within his tent, but soon returned with a big-man 

kangaroo ; 
A grave old roc' with his ears pricked up and a bout- 
glove on each paw ; 
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THE GREAT FIGHT OF HIS MATE JIM. 

And meekly smiling, with '* My Mate Jim ! '' he flicked 

from his tail some straw. 
And a laugh went up, and the Puncher stared and 

roared : " Oh ! strike-me-blue, 
I ain't agoin' to fight with a lanky, mangy, jumping 

Voo." 
"Then the stakes is mine," sang out the boss, "fur 

sartin as eggs is eggs 
My mate is now in this 'ere town, and Stan's on his 

bloomin' legs." 
And Puncher with a savage oath swung round to go 

for him, 
But the boss had with precaution slipped behind his 

big mate, Jim. 
And Martin, cracking his sides, jerked out through his 

splutters , " Good enough ! " 
" By cripes ! it's'^rich— if he's not on, by gob, he drops 

the stuff." 
And Puncher thundered and stamped and scowled 

but Martin wouldn't give in. 
And stringing oaths to "a put-up |ob," he peeled 

waist-down to the skin. 
With a rub at bis heavy chest and a stretch to loosen 

each elbowjoint, 
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THE GREA T FIGHT OF HIS MA TE JIM, 

He donned the gloves with a rumbling growl that the 

" blanky hadn't a point," 
Then stood on guard as the boss stepped back and 

whistled to his mate Jim, 
Who, hopping up to Puncher, made a savage lunge at 

him. 
Like pistons the Puncher's sinewy arms were driven 

to and fro, 
And he warily worked with all he knew to get in a 

knock-out blow. 
He feinted and dodged and kicked up a dust, and 

suddenly he let out — 
When a stroke as from an hydraulic pump spun him 

to earth with a shout. 
He was up like a shot, with a lather of blood, but 

dropped before he was hit. 
And lay scattering his molar ruins around in spurts of 

crimson spit. 
And Binks cried, " He*s a-wearing the red," but the 

boss — ** Don't flummox the man, 
His face is wet with gory sweat, and he's doin' the 

best he can." 
But Puncher was for suction now and roared for it 

like a bull, 
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THE GREAT FIGHT OF HIS MATE flM. 

And clutched at the bottle chucked at him and guzzled 

a stomach-full, 
He scrambled to his feet and glared fiend-like, and 

there fell a hush 
For he was gathering himself in a dangerous pause for 

his well-known hurricane rush. 
There was a whirl of dust from a thumping tail and a 

loud hair-raising crack, 
And whipping the air with hands and feet he spread- 
eagled on his back. 
And Martin that held the watch exclaimed — "By 

cripes ! it hits like a rock, 
It ain't human for aught but a ten-foot plate to be 

yon's chopping-block ; 
Look, lads, how he wags his darned old head" — 

when Puncher with a yell 
That made them jump, leaped to his feet like a fury 

hot from hell. 
His " dooks '' were up and his eyes were red like a 

gamecock's sighting gore. 
And the dust flew back from his bounding feet, and 

the fight began once more. 
He dodged and danced and tried to maul, and once 

his right got in 
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THE GREAT FIGHT OF HIS MATE JIM. 

On the old 'roo's ribs, but a counter clout on the left 

lug made him spin. 
It was tussle and jabs and welting whacks and a 'roo 

that hopped about, 
Till a whistle summoned the sledge-hammers in and 

Puncher was passed out. 
And they carried him back to Martin's pub with faces 

long and glum. 
And tugged at his beard till his big mouth gaped and 

washed back his soul with rum. 
Now Puncher, when his gore-lust's on, and he drains 

long beers to the dregs, 
Roars out — " I'll fight aught in this 'ere town that 

stands on *uman legs ! " 
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SONNETS 



TO FRANK FOX. 

In Memory of a Kindness these Sonnets are Inscribed 
with every good wish. 



lllUiliOlttH. 

With Eastern banners flaunting in the breeze 
Royal processions, sounding fife and gong 
And showering jewels on the jostling throng, 
March to the tramp of Marlowe's harmonies. 
He drained life's brimming goblet to the lees. 
He recked not that a peer superb and strong 
Would tune great notes to his impassioned song 
And top his cannonading lines with ease. 
To the wild clash of cymbals we behold 
The tragic ending of his youthful life : 
The revelry of kisses bought with gold ; 
The jest and jealous rival and the strife ; 
A harlot weeping o'er a corpse scarce cold ; 
A scullion fleeing with a bloody knife. 
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THH SHA. 

Ere Greece soared showering sovranties of light, 

Ere Rome shook earth with her tremendous tread, 

Ere yon blue-feasting sun-god burst blood-red, 

Beneath thee slept thy prodigy, O Night ! 

JEons have ta'en like dreams their strange, slow flight, 

And vastest, tiniest, creatures paved her bed, 

E'en cities sapped by the usurping spread 

Of her imperious waves have sunk from sight 

Since she first chanted her colossal psalms 

That swell and sink beneath the listening stars ; 

Oft, as with myriad drums beating to arms. 

She thunders out the grandeur of her wars ; 

Then shifts through moaning moods her wizard charms 

Of slow flutes and caressing gay guitars. 
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SflHIiliS AflD piiOCaHf^S. 

A group of shells forsaken by the main 
Lay slumbering on the broad unshadowed shore, 
With pleasant thoughts I gathered them and bore 
The treasure homeward gloating o'er my gain ; 
But when I heard the lonesome things complain, 
My soul was filled with yearning to restore 
The nurselings home. I journeyed out once more 
Unto the deep and flung them back again. 
I gathered then fresh lilies white as foam 
And spread their blooms in water to admire ; 
But ah ! they languished for their soft blue dome 
Like those lone shells that murmured for their sire ; 
Sadly they drooped and rendered up their pride, 
And yearning still for liberty, they died. 



jumHS THomson (B.v.) 

Auth(>r of*' The City of Dreadful Night:' 

In that sad realm where all things move aghast 

I met the bard, whose spirit did repair 

Unto that dreadful city of despair : 

With a long train of phantoms he came last 

I scrutinised him keenly as he passed : 

His face was pale with anguish, ploughed by care 

And solitary brooding — none moved there 

Within whose brows such hopelessness was glassed 

A phantom draped and hooded stood by me 

And stared with stem yet melancholy eyes, 

Till shook my limbs with an exceeding fear ; 

I heard an awful whisper : ^' I am he 

That guards the portal of this realm of sighs ; 

I know thee not, how didst thou enter here ? *' 
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SRTRH JUkBlRT. 

Wild rumours of divinities o'erthrown 
By dwarfs that nothing knew and yet were wise, 
Their home an earth-speck somewhere in the skies, 
Roused into life the arch-fiend on his throne 
Where wrapped in baffling darkness, proud, alone, 
With dreams of conquest marshalled in his eyes, 
He pondered o'er a mighty enterprise 
To capture back those glories once his own. 
He spreads his vasty wings and enters space 
And steers his way through systems without end 
That travelling flash and thunder, singe his face 
And ponderous bulk and shoulders that extend 
O'er vaulted leagues — a whirlwind as he passed 
Tossed all the stars like leaves tossed in a blast. 
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Alone upon the desert bleak and bare, 
Still gazing with thy melancholy eyes 
While ages sweep and empires sink and rise, 
Thy solemn Image stands, whose features wear 
The same fixed look thy sculptor chiselled there. 
No shadow falls but what thy form supplies — 
Unchangeable as thy familiar skies 
And thine eternal kingdom of despair. 
Like visions by thine Image come and go 
A host of curious pilgrims from far lands, 
To disappear as ages swiftly flow ; 
And then the broad and ever-burning sands. 
With solitude and thy still-steadfast face 
Break on our dreams of some forgotten race. 
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WITHI14 A CRTHHOf^AIi. 

Speak low ! our very breath disturbs the hush 

That grows from out this venerable pile 

Where sculptured saints and martyrs meekly smile, 

Where blazoned windows proudly bloom and blush ; 

But hark ! the peace is ravished by a rush 

Of bursting harmony that rolls awhile 

Up the huge dome and down each echoing aisle, 

That heave and shake with the overwhelming gush. 

The raptures die — the organ sinks its tone 

Into a brooding born of too much bliss ; 

And every arch and column, every stone, 

The dizzy roof great anthems scarce could kiss. 

The lights, the hues, the vast magnificence 

Burden the mind with reverence intense. 
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List how the clear notes hurry where they please, 
Quickly with joy as lightly to and fro 
Her fairy fingers, glancing swiftly, go, 
Sending a panic through the startled keys. 
The perfumed air seems shaken by a breeze. 
The mellow lamps flash with a brighter glow, 
As raptures upon raptures bursting flow 
With whirlwinds of consuming ecstasies. 
Swarming they fly, yet still there faintly lingers 
A tingling sense of rapture in the room. 
I look, and lo ! the fever of her fingers 
Has flushed her features with a roseate bloom ; 
Silent she sits with meek uplifted eyes 
Seeming to watch the music as it dies. 



TO Qf^ACH, PllAVlflQ RJiD 51140150. 

I watch thy dainty fingers as they dance, 
Thrilling the smooth keys with tempestuous life, 
Rousing them out of their voluptuous trance 
To be overwrought with passionate cadence rife. 
Oh ! how thy slim white fingers pulse-like quiver ! 
The very notes seem kindled with a fire 
Breathed from their tips that burning mounts for ever, 
Filling the room with one strong, mad desire. 
Still press the notes until the air is rent 
And through the chasm their fiery legions fly, 
And from the deep heart of the instrument 
Yearns out a fierce vague longing earnestly : 
My spirit soars, it cleaves the lamp's pink light. 
Up with the swarming notes that chattering take their 
flight. 



9S 



) 



TV GRACE, PLAYING AND SINGING. 

II. 

But lo ! the quick notes falter as the sound 
Of thy rich voice thrills through them till they die. 
Swiftly it soars and proudly moves around 
Shaking all things with its intensity ; 
And now it sinks but full of rapture still 
As twittering soft the twin notes chide each other ; 
Till swept along by its imperious will 
All scattering break and sport with one another ; 
Quickened again they lead the same mad dance, 
And gathering force thine eager raptures rise ; 
Now lightning-like thy rose-tipped fingers glance 
Until my soul is lifted to the skies ; 
And mounting still, amid a gush of notes, 
Thy full voice cleaves its way and on the swift sound 
floats. 
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MOSIC AflD IHOOlUiIQHT. 

How bright the mellow moonbeams quiver here, 
Searching their way among the odorous trees ! 
And list ! oh, list ! embosomed in the breeze 
Trembles a delicate murmur wandering near; 
Growing it bursts and blossoms into clear 
Rich full-blown strains of wondrous melodies — 
As though the moonlight touched the invisible keys 
Of music slumbering on the atmosphere. 
See ! how the moonlight feels the rapturous strain 
Swimming along its surface soft and low. 
Its life seems quickened with a keener glow : 
Hark ! how the moon-blanched, weird, still-hungering 

main . 
Sends with the burthen of its deep-drawn sighs 
Dreams of its vastness and old memories. 
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In Memoriam, 

Scholar and sage, who gravely stood aloof 
From the ignoble strife for deathless fame, 
Bearing with courteous dignity a name 
Unblazoned, through thine earnest love of Truth, 
And shrinking from publicity as proof : — 
This simple scribe, thy pupil, would proclaim 
Thy noble worth did he not fear to shame 
Thy memory so dear with lines uncouth. 
But thou hast left what even kings might crave : 
Souls that will yield rich harvest from the seed 
Which thou hast sown in precept and in deed ; 
Hearts that will gather strength beside thy grave 
From the grand briefness of thy cantless creed — 
Do thou thy duty and be calm and brave. 
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THH TWO UlOI^IiDS. 

Sprung as from mist two rolling worlds I viewed : 

The one revolved a flashing realm of light 

Roamed o'er by creatures innocent and bright ; 

The other swung a pathless solitude, 

Where ghosts and giant spectres shuddering brood 

In valleys burdened with eternal night : 

A shadowy horror hung about the height 

Of desolate steeps where footsteps ne'er intrude. 

And as I gazing wondered whence they came 

A tingling whisper thrilled the midnight air : 

'* Yon dazzling star is thine own dream of fame 

Which thy imagination paints so fair ; 

Yon earth, scorched by the thunder-rack's red flame. 

Foreshows thy dream when blackened with despair." 
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TO H. B. B. 

Weary of earth and its delusive shows, 

Weary of thoughts that would not give me rest, 

Weary of dark foreboding and depressed 

I craved death's blank negation and repose. 

Only to stretch the weary limbs and close 

The languid lids, and faintly feel that best 

Of comforters cooling my burning breast 

And loosening from my heart its weight of woes, 

How sweet it seemed — when lo ! a swift surprise : 

Crossing my path as gently as a dove 

With something sacred in your peerless eyes 

You filled my soul with hope and joy and love, 

Ennobling feelings and new sympathies. 

And lavishments of impulse from above. 
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TO M, B. B. 

II. 
I marvel greatly that I am possessed 
Of so superb, so rare a thing as thee, 
And feel how good my God has been to me, 
Ideals in thyself to manifest. 
Thy bounteous goodness fills my soul with rest 
And flows around me like a spreading sea. 
Removing baseness wheresoe'er I be — 
Rejoicing inly that I am so blessed. 
Angels may have such lineaments as thine. 
But not the sunny moods that through them play. 
I dazzle when I think that so divine 
And pure a presence leads me in God's way. 
The secret places of my soul enshrine 
The showered splendours of thyself each day. 



99 



676590 



TO M, B. B, 

III. 
Because thy thoughts are equable and pure 
And hold thy soul aloof in every place ; 
Because good women love to watch thy face 
I know my welfare in thy charge is sure. 
Because young children struggle to secure 
The honour of thy motherly embrace, 
And rough men watching shrink from what is base, 
I know my home-felt blessings will endure. 
Because serene is thy clear womanhood 
Hope burns within thee like the morning star. 
Because thy spirit cleaves to what is good 
Heirlooms await thee where the angels are. 
Because thou art loyal to my loftiest mood 
Our spirits touch and quiver worlds afar. 



TO ff. B. B. m ABSBNCH. 

Oh ! let the wind blow on, for what care I ? 

I'm in no mood to trouble — did the rain 

Burst with its volleys through the window-pane 

I would not even move from where I lie. 

I'm in such sorry plight I'd lief just die. 

Oh ! hush thee, yearning heart, she'll come again ; 

Be still, with your fierce throbbing, foolish brain ; 

I'll try once more to sleep with weary sigh. 

O love, I little thought that I should feel 

The torments of the damned when you did leave. 

Such anguish sometimes takes me that I reel. 

And always time I somehow find to grieve. 

Hears not your soul my soul's intense appeal ? 

Feels not your heart my poor heart on the heave ? 



TO M, B. B. IN ABSENCE. 

II. 

I had a dream that filled my soul with fear. 
Methought I saw thee standing near my bed, 
A saint's pure nimbus circling thy dear head, 
In the white vestment of an angel-sphere. 
Thy moon-like eyes gazed luminously clear 
As on that blessed morn when we were wed, 
Till poignant thought came darting— she is dead ! 
And 'tis her spirit lingering with thee here. 
Then fled the dream, and waking with a start 
I stretched mine arms to clasp thee to my breast 
Ere I remembered we were far apart. 
But oh ! that dream has made me so distressed 
That my whole being cries for thee, sweetheart : 
Till thy return I cannot, cannot rest. 



Say not my work is worthlessly complete 

And my outlook d^enerate : as I am 

So shall I be, but, certes, not a sham. 

Nor brainless dandy strutting through the street 

Freedom to me is wonderfully sweet 

In spite of much discomfort and the slam 

Of rich men's doors against me — let them damn 

Who wear the cuffs : the poor man's path's my beat 

Men roughly hewn with big flaws everywhere, 

No frilled and mincing popinjays for me ! 

With eagles not with titmice let me fare ! 

I slight the butterfly to praise the bee. 

When strong, grim souls assemble, I am there. 

My woes and poverty mine only plea. 
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MY WORK, 

II. 

I fling no whining from my lowly state, 

Nor curse the world — poor blundering hunchback fool 

That slavers o'er the feet of those that rule, 

Nor spurt out venom at mine adverse Fate. 

I fear nought and hope something — why debate ? 

I'm master of my passions, not their tool : 

Flung out in reason's frost-light, let them cool. 

My lying foes I pity now, not hate. 

I grieve the follies of my hot youth-days 

Yet budge not at their issue : I am here, 

Not callous yet, perhaps, to blame and praise, 

Not whirling in a storm-fire, yet sincere ; 

I've found the track of life's bewildering maze : 

Love flashed it forth. I stride on without fear. 
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MY WORK, 

III. 
Meanwhile 'tis fine to live, to think, to feel ; 
To be a fiery atom of the Whole, 
Body atiptoe budding into soul ; 
A spinning spoke of life's unstopping wheel \ 
A store of precious thought-stuff none can steal ; 
A buskined actor treading in a role 
At tragic pitch, collapsing on the droll 
To banjo clog-dance and Fate's trumpet peal : 
To be strong, lusty, footing it with others 
Yet draped in dreams and spreading wings at will ; 
To slip into the souls of crushed mankind 
Truth-gossiping and clasping them as brothers, 
To feel the good where pessimists see ill, 
And reverence the God-light trimmed and shrined. 
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WHV I Am pooi^. 

Because, my friends, I have a savage glee 
In drinking to the dregs the draught of life. 
And love to feel my spirit spreading free. 
Stretching itself through every calm and strife 
Or stealing through the secret souls of others ; 
Because, thank God ! I'm made of simple stuff 
And prize the friendship of my ragged brothers ; 
Because I love my liberty enough 
To starve for it at times ; because, forsooth, 
I do not snub my manhood for a fee. 
Nor care a straw for anything but Truth 
And the warm pulse of human sympathy ; 
B.ecause, in short, Tm self-willed, rash, and vain, 
And feel the facts I speak out blunt and plain. 
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ffAUI^ICH DB GUHfUll 

(Author of The Ceniaur "/ 

The embodied soul of lightnings, winds, and seas, 

A peal of bells archangels loved to ring, 

A garrulous young Centaur that did sing 

In modem woods and valleys at his ease, 

A bower of fancies murmurous as bees. 

An aviary of all the sounds of Spring, 

A magic furnace wherein everything 

Did kindle into golden melodies, 

A wave of frenzy fastened and confined, 

A sparkling bubble on life's turbid tide, 

A dream of Spring fresh from the Eternal Mind, 

A mosque where song was crowned and deified, 

A tube blown through by an Olympian wind. 

An angel bird that warbled, loved, and died. 
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TO ADVBI^8ITy« 

Deep heartfelt gratitude to you I owe 
Grim mother, who chastised me not in vain, 
Whose food gave inward strength, for it was pain. 
Whose draught of tears, compassion for all woe. 
At your rebuke down went the world's gay show 
And life's great hidden purposes grew plain. 
Wisely you laid upon my heart and brain 
Want's white-hot hand to sear my fleshly foe ; 
Then with stern joy in your dark, fateful fece 
You led me to a path steep, rough, and bleak, 
And whispered, "Child, take now my last embrace. 
And think of me when climbing you grow weak." 
Lo I Love unveiled spake shining in your place, 
" I am the unerring guide to what you seek." 
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MISCELLANEOUS 
VERSES. 



To 
/ R. TUTIN and E. FRISTROM 

as a pledge of the Author's esteem and friendship 
these miscellaneous verses are presented. 
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SUflSHT. 

The weary wind is slumbering on the wing. 
Leaping from out meek twilight's purpling blue 
Bums the proud star of eve as though it knew 
It was the big king jewel quivering 
On the black turban of advancing night. 
In the dim west the soldiers of the sun 
Strike all their royal colours one by one, 
Reluctantly surrender every height. 
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THH MUSH. 

To a Poet, 

She sits alone with her beautiful face 
Just seen through her hair down-streaming, 

Where the perfect pilgrims rest a space 
And the tethered souls lie dreaming. 

Her raiment woven of starry mist 

In lappets and folds falls lightly, 
And a steady star like an amethyst 

On her calm, clear brow burns brightly. 

She never moves but her wonderful songs 

Fill listening souls with emotion, 
'Mid thunder and flame she blazons our wrongs, 

'Mid music and light our devotion. 



O Margaret, your damask cheek 

Had sunsef s rosiest hue ; 
Your dove-like eyes, benignly meek, 

The pansy's basking blue. 

On your calm forehead, like a crown 
Of sunbeams, curls did shine ; 

And yellow ringlets rippled down 
Your sloping shoulders fine. 

How trivial my art that slips 

Aside, failing to win 
The velvet crimson of your lips, 

The pearl lights of your chin ; 

The violet tint that travelled through 

Your temples and the faint 
Perfection that played over you 

When blossoming to a saint. 

But only your sweet spirit knows 

That glorious state afar. 
Where blooms your beauty like a rose 

And quivers like a star ; 

When with the Bridegroom banqueting 
In richest bliss serene, 
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MARGARET. 



And melodists the sweetest sing 
To you their sovereign queen ; 

When fronting with your laurelled peers 

The high-throned cherubim, 
And Heaven yearns through all its spheres 

For your great choral hymn ; 

When lifting your clear voice on high 

And angels cluster round, 
And hush their harping symphony, 

So subtly-sweet the sound. 

Such holy raptures now are yours 

In that august array ; 
But that mild goodness still endures 

You wrought when shrined in clay. 

My Margaret ! my Margaret ! 

Chaste spirit ! heavenly dove ! 
How can my sorrowing soul forget 

The blessings of your love ? 

No earthly feeling touched your frame — 

God's loveliest vestal, you ; 
Sin had to borrow virtue's name 

Ere ever sin you knew. 
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To Cn. B. B. 

Rich with the royal ruby's gleam, 

The crimson rose's glow, 
Thou musest in a silver dream 

Where hushed white poppies blow. 

Into a splendour-pulsing star 

I seem to singing glide 
Where all the bright perfections are 

When seated near thy side. 

Thou bringest dreams and ancient songs 
Of heroines proud, sublime, 

Who trod on sceptres, beat down wrongs, 
And hung their shields on Time. 

A temple shining in the shade 

Of dark green olive trees, 
Each like a bride in blooms arrayed 

With trains of choral bees. 

My spirit sees thy spirit, love. 

With lilies in her hair. 
Within her arms a snow-white dove 

And soft light everywhere. 



TO M. B. B. 



My spirit sees thy heart, dear wife, 
A fountain from which flows 

An affluence into my life, 
As ruddy as a rose. 

My spirit sees — but ah ! my sweet, 
The harp has slipped a string 

And stammering lips can scarce repeat 
What all the angels sing. 

II. 

Transfigured I stand on a height 
Afar from the world's rude sound. 

In love's immaculate light. 
With angels grouped around. 

And they play on their harps and sing ; 

And ever again there flow 
Airs from the violets worn by spring 

In her chaplet of melting snow. 

And my spirit uplifts its voice : 
" Pour out your raptures, love, 

The harping angels now rejoice. 
And God is smiling above.'* 
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TO M, B, B. 



III. 
I dreamed I saw thee in thy place 

Among the singing souls 
That file before the Throne of Grace 

With swaying aureoles. 

Thy noble brows were bound with palm, 
Thy robes were lustrous white, 

Thy tall majestic form was calm, 
Thy face was full of light. 

IV. 

My soul clasps thy soul, dearest. 

My heart beats with thy heart. 
When furthest we are nearest. 

Together when apart. 
My soul to thy soul singing 

Would lull its bitter pain ; 
My heart to thy heart clinging 

Would ease it — but in vain ! 

V. 

I dare not say I'll meet thee 

Within the Infinite, 
For death is clothed in darkness 

With not a ray of light ; 
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TO M, B, B, 



But oh ! if hope deceive not, 
If love's, indeed, divine, 

My soul will journey onward 
Until it meets with thine. 

I dare not say immortal 

Is that within us twain, 
For life's most trivial secrets 

Are wrung from her with pain. 
But oh ! I'll say with fervour 

Whatever death may spell — 
To be with thee is Heaven, 

To be without thee, Hell. 
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Within a dream he strayed through woodland ways 
With her he loved in his unblemished days. 
The winding path ran rioting in flower 
For them to tread tow'rds Love's imperial bower. 
Like an inverted blue-bell far on high 
Throbbing with light and incense soared the sky. 
A royal spendthrift bland and indolent, 
The westering sun strewed roses as he went ; 
And the soothed sea, in mists of gorgeous air, 
Basked murmuring to his bride that she was fair. 
Birds sang on every bough as they went by. 
And larks made an orchestra of the sky ; 
While from the mossy tracks in woodlands dim 
Shy, soft-eyed creatures bleating ran to him ; 
And in a web of mauve with sun-bows crowned, 
Turning the drowsy air to drowsy sound, 
Fountains shot up with many a silvery spire 
To fall in lucid gems and flowers of fire. 
Had some bright starry monarch speeding home, 
With radiant locks and limbs like milk -like foam, 
Turning his large, mild, lustrous eyes in sight, 
Paused, quivering on his wings with sheer delight, 
And gushing from, his throat a honey-fall 
Of suave, mellifluous greeting caressed all — 
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THE DREAM, 

He would have merely smiled and turned to gaze 
On her, whom even star-kings paused to praise. 
She moved beside him like a forest queen, 
Kirtled in glossy silk of light sea-green 
Down to the knees, which clinging, left in sight 
Her fawn-like limbs so lily soft and white. 
A chaplet of wild roses pressed her curls 
And jewelled them with dew like molten pearls. 
The perfect contour of her silky chin, 
Her scarlet lips that had not tasted sin, 
The grape-like sleekness of her fragrant skin 
Touched in the cheeks like cloud-bloom faint and fine- 
He felt but could not see, for the divine 
Effulgence of her eyes beaming on him 
Dazzled his soul till everything was dim. 
He heard 'mid sound of many brooks and birds 
Like angel-singing her melodious words j 
And Love, sweet Love, had put his heart in tune 
With rubies, roses, and the broad blue noon. 
Such splendours streamed upon him that the place 
Seemed God's own Paradise, and when her face 
Was pressed to his with lips apart to kiss 
He clutched convulsively, swooning with bliss, 
Her palpitating form, when subtly clear 



THE DREAM, 

A far-off spirit voice played on his ear : 
" Misfortune cannot warp nor death appal 
The pitying soul that is at peace with all — 
The medium of some mild benignant power 
Pouring itself in a perpetual shower 
Of gracious sympathies, in whom like air 
The Universal Love plays everywhere ; 
Till like the fading odour of a rose, 
Or soft sweet music stealing to its close 
It passes to its home, and 'mid the rays 
Of its own beauty seeks through other ways 
To ease its divine essence and express 
Its gratitude for love and loveliness.*' 
Then, like the chiming of a silver bell : 
" Tis ignorance that feeds the fires of hell. 
This life in thy soul's being is as nought, 
Of temporal importance, but thy thought 
Springs to immortal issues and is still 
A portion of thy soul for good or ill. 
Men judge thee from without, God from within 
Environed by the sequences of sin. 
The mind revolves round what it thinks it knows. 
In lonely self-absorption the soul grows. 
Man rails at fate, and will do whilst he clings 



THE DREAM. 

To what it rules— the sensuous plane of things. 

Build on the souFs essentials, they are sure, 

Foundations based in time will not endure. 

Shun not nor shirk your privilege of pain, 

For worldly failure leads to spirit-gain. 

Not what you are, but what you strive to be 

Is your true value to humanity. 

Knowledge is self-assertive, wisdom meek ; 

Love strong through vigorous usage, passion weak. 

He is not good who would not better be. 

You struggle toward ideals, so do we — 

Each cancelling off with good the debts of ill. 

The tendency of all is upward still. 

Nothing exists outside the Master's care. 

However base the creature God is there. 

Our earth-desires shall perish by and by. 

But love— ah ! such as ours, can never die. 

When some poor soul sins sorely, think of all 

The inevitable causes of its fall. 

And spare your homilies, whatever your deeds : 

The world is weary of its swaddling creeds. 

It's just plain human love its bruised heart needs.'* 

It ceased and he awoke, and lo, a light 

A moment shone upon him, then 'twas night. 



A COUI^THSAn'S COfipHSSIOn* 

A woman has two natures that revolve — 

One for her sex, the other for you men. 

You see us through a glamour, fools you are, 

Attribute the perfections you adore. 

The glory you conceive the saints possess, 

To us, poor struggling wretches, who work hard 

To keep the cheat up that preserves the sex. 

A woman has three growths — why do you smile ? 
I feel your thoughts : we think not with our brains 
But with our hearts, and they deceive us never. 
A woman is a kitten till she loves. 
The world a toy with which she plays withal. 
She loves and lo, she loses half herself 
And vainly struggles to retain the other. 
And is possessed by one strong, keen desire 
That fills her with alarm yet thrills her, too, 
To duplicate his image and control 
The destiny of something like himself. 
And through it bind his lordship to herself. 
Torture or death — each is the same to her. 
Mellows her soul with sorrow : she knows all. 
But when she loves and falls, that puzzles you, 
Who shrewdly see the sacrifice she makes 
But not the rapturous knowledge that she gains. 
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A COURTESAirs CONFESSION, 

Our object till we women really love 
Is to conceal the true bent of ourselves 
Beneath the adjuncts that will best support 
The winning glamour men invest us with. 
Your dreams are peopled with such lovely forms, 
Such bright existences your souls create, 
That ure weak, piebald creatures must deceive. 
What you create we counterfeit at once 
And laugh in secret that you're so befooled. 
Fine silks and satins, jewels, puff and rouge, 
Sham hips and breasts, soft laughter, music, style 
And dignity of carriage, scents and flowers, 
And gestures tutored by the looking-glass. 
Religious discourse and the cant of Art : 
These are the tools by which we live and win. 

We hate the counterfeit but love the means. 

You tempt the counterfeit that piques you on 

To vanish when forgetfully we fall ; 

Hence, your disgust and woman's wild despair ; 

Hence, too, the madness of our after-life 

If you reject the wild, sad, trusting heart. 

The counterfeit destroyed, what use the means ? 

You now are the ideal, and she grieves 
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A COURTESAN'S CONFESSION, 

But little should the glamour still survive 
And she can nestle somewhere in your heart. 

If you are brutal— cast her off, I mean, 
The magnet of her nature is removed, 
And its wild, quick, discordant elements. 
Without a centre to repose upon. 
Like dislocated atoms jarring whirl ; 
And 'mid their mad disturbance her dazed soul 
Goes staggering to its doom scarce knowing it. 
But ever and anon it rights itself 
And clearly sees the sequence of its act 
And yearns — oh ! how it yearns for an ideal. 
How hideous then the laughter and the wine, 
The music and the dancing and the gems, 
The fair false cheapness of your dear delights, 
The base pollution of the white warm limbs 
And all the black damnation of our life. 

You talk of hell— I tell you this is hell : 
These vivid glimpses that we sometimes get 
Of what we are, and what we might have been, 
And what must be to such a life as this. 
What must be — God ! it pushes itself home 
Although we strive to wink our eyes at it, 
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A COURTESAN'S CONFESSION. 

And dream that someone — how we picture him ! 
His eyes, his hair, and what he'll say to us 
When be has found he loves us for ourselves. 
And all the proofs well give him we are true ; 
And so we hope, or sometime think we hope, 
Well knowing all the time it cannot be. 
And seeing nought ahead, no, nought indeed, 
But sumptuous dressing up of cankerous lies 
With broken heart still whimpering pain ! pain ! pain ! 

And if by sheer bad luck that is our fate 
WeVe not killed in a quarrel, we get old 
And whining work for drink — I shudder now, 
Until a blear-eyed, toothless, ragged hag 
We're dragged like carrion to the pauper's ward 
And hurry into death screaming of hell. 

And yet we once were children — think of that I 
And choke your scorn back, for your mother's sake. 
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SliUTRJiK. 

A tide of melting crimson flows 
Through every leaflet of the rose. 
In reverie the honey bees 
Hang droning round the citron trees. 
My sweet sultana of the flowers 
Now glides among her courtly bowers 
Drowsy with luscious luxuries, 
And queens it with her Juno eyes. 
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THfi TWO i^IflGDOiyiS. 

Part I. — Delight. 

In a soft blue silky sea 
Murmuring melodiously, 
With a broad beach smooth and white 
Dreams the island of delight. 
In the far west you behold . 
Streams that beam like molten gold 
Till they reach huge mountain walls 
And go down in waterfalls : — 
Some abruptly bend and shake 
Tempest's rage to careless flake ; 
Some drop sheer and seem to fail 
Half-way, then collect and trail 
Downward, a divided veil : 
A bridal veil so very white 
It almost melts into the light ; 
Some with breadths majestical 
Monotonously sliding fall 
With a vast unruffled sound. 
Self-absorbing and profound, 
Heard drowsily for leagues around. 
It is bliss to lie at ease 
Beneath the shade of olive trees, 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS. 

And listen to that droning deep 
Dwindling on the edge of sleep 
To a casual shadowy sigh 
Like silence breathing audibly ; 
Hear so oft each waterfall 
That you hear it not at all ; 
And to let the soft blue sky 
Feed on your uplifted eye. 
Just to feel but hardly see 
Green boughs moving lazily ; 
Just to feel but hardly hear 
Torrents foaming somewhere near ; 
Just to know by airs that shake 
Rustling leaves you are awake ; 
Just to dozing almost sink 
Into slumber, just to think 
What a luxury of thought 
'Tis to bask and think of naught. 



One part of the isle is trod 
By each beautiful Greek god, 
Where they've dwelt in quiet ease 
Since men drove them from the seas, 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS. 

From the brooks and glens and fountains, 

From the streams and mists and mountains, 

From the green and shady places 

Which they brightened with their faces, 

From the caverns near the beach 

Which once throbbed with their sweet speech. 

When their race was frightened out 

By the peering eyes of Doubt, 

They began to moan to me 

At their loss of liberty. 

And I soothed their faint despair. 

Whispering : " Ye creatures fair 

Hasten o'er this roughening sea, 

Piloted by Poesy, 

To mine island's green recess 

Hungering for your loveliness. 

It has bluer skies than these. 

Whiter foam and purpler seas ; 

There the stars that slide through space 

Will protect your gentle race 

And let down sweet-smelling dew 

From their urns of light and blue. 

Hasten, then, away ! away ! 

Down the beammg path of day 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS, 

Till ye reach my fairy isle 
Yearning for your glowing smile/' 
And they hastened, every one, 
Down the gold tracks of the sun, 
And their starry, sweet, mild eyes 
Glittered with a quick surprise 
When they paused in middle air 
Glancing o'er mine island fair. 
There they dwell secure from harm 
Near a grove of shady palm. 
In pavilions faintly seen 
Fronting breadths of water green. 
The weak wavelets swilling there 
Are more creamy than elsewhere ; 
And the winds that thither roam 
Faint with scent and new-blown foam ; 
And the blue ne'er leaves the sky ; 
Nor the fountain tops run dry ; 
Nor the sunbows melt away 
From the blue webs of the spray. 
Every mom they see afar 
Each leaf tasselled with a star, 
A large dew-drop full of light 
Quivering to take its flight 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS, 

In faint azure mist and die 
In the warmer blues of sky. 
Spots of living ecstasy, 
Floating founts of melody 
Seem the young larks in the sky. 
And the isle at sunset hour 
Blooms out like a fragrant flower, 
Blushes like a bride when she 
Doffs her white robes bashfully. 
Blushes like her soft warm breast 
When she swoons in balmy rest. 
Till the island sliding slowly 
Into purple slumber Holy • 
Closes like a tired rose 
In a breathless faint repose. 
Then the nightingale's loud sobbing 
Trembles into hushful throbbing, 
And each fountain's pensive tune 
Tinkles to the golden moon ; 
And the south wind furls its plumes. 
And the flowers shut their blooms 
In heavy, clouded, rich perfumes. 
When the sleepy dawn has ceased 
Blinking in the silent east 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS. 

Filled with quivers long and keen, 
The young isle is fresh and green 
Dripping from her bath of dew ; 
Then a gradual mist of blue 
Veils the wet hills and the sea 
And green banks, then, tenderly 
Her gauze raiment breathed aside 
She bursts out with joy and pride ; 
With her songs and light and foam ; 
Glistening fountains and clear dome ; 
Tropic birds and butterflies ; 
Shifting shadows, changing dyes ; 
Water-brooks and sparry caves ; 
Purple melting in sea-waves ; 
Laburnums that can hardly hold 
Countless censers of rich gold ; 
Orange-blossomed groves around 
Which bees hang with sleepy sound, 
Drowsed with scent and light and dew ; 
Yellow pansies plashed with blue ; 
Sleeky poppies of red silk ; 
Water-lilies white as milk ; 
Roses with their veils undone 
Fondled by the jealous sun ; 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS. 

Harebells opening, with surprise 
Like an infant's moist blue eyes ; 
Violets ; forget-me-nots ; 
Cowslips with their inner spots ; 
And many unknown gorgeous blooms 
With burning cores in sultry glooms. 
But at noon she swims from sight 
In a flood of blinding light. 
Sometimes snowy limbs and arms 
Gleam among the dusky palms ; 
Sometimes from cool dark green places 
Dazzle out calm beardless faces ; 
Sometimes near the caverned rocks 
I catch glimpses of bright locks ; 
Sometimes a bold nymph will glide 
To an amber brooklet's side, 
Gather lilies and weave there 
Garlands for her shining hair. 
'Tis an island young and fair. 
With no rival anywhere, 
Tis the kingdom out of sight, 
Glorious kingdom of Delight. 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS, 

Part II. — Despair. 

On a desolate dim shore 
Where frail shapes dwell evermore<-<* 
Cold and dismal, sad and dreary 
And where phantoms move a-weaiy, 
Or in circles sit and brood 
In the mournful solitude, 
Stands an Ims^ wild and grim 
Of most gruesome form and limb, 
Sculptured out of ebon stone, 
Visited by shades alone ; 
And its lidless, sad eyes stare 
Vacant as the stagnant air ; 
And its visage darkly seen 
Speaks of visions that have been. 
But thxMe visions, where are they? 
Call the past and bid it say. 
They are scattered, none^remain, 
Smitten by a shrouded pain, 
And that hns^e stands alone 
Plunged in sorrow not its own. 
And for ever«iKl for ever 
like an overflowing river, 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS. 

Never resting, never ending, 

But for ever still descending 

Glide the shadowed spectres there 

Haunted by a dumb despair ; 

Ghastly features sad and cold 

As the Image they behold ; 

Hearts as bloodless, cheeks as wan 

As the Thing they gaze upon ; 

And they never speak or sigh 

As they noiselessly drift by 

In a never-ending train 

On their lonely path of pain. 

And for ever and for ever, 

Ceasing never, ceasing never, 

Roll deep sullen waves around 

That broad beach without a sound — 

Waves that burst without a foam. 

Black as their o'erhanging dome ; 

Ebbing now with sluggish will. 

Now returning slow and chill 

To that horror-haunted shore 

Frowning darkly as before. 

What wise mortal can declare 

The strange things that slumber there ? 
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THE TWO KINGDOMS, 

What unsightly creatures swim 
Through its water cold and dim ? 
What abortions of old Time 
Burrow in its mud and slime ? 
Voiceless are the waves, ah me ! 
Voiceless as Eternity. 
Never shriek of wild sea-bird 
O'er that lonely waste is heard, 
It is silent as the shore 
Which it washes evermore. 
Never mortal ever saw 
That strange island without awe. 
Never night and never day, 
All is wrapped in deep dismay. 
Sunless, moonless, starless ever. 
Sphinx-like stare that changes never. 
Heavy with a darkness deep. 
Haunted by a dreadful sleep, 
'Tis the region wild and bare, 
Gloomy kingdom of Despair. 
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can AT PHOPITS? 

What profits all the wealth and fame 
The applauding world can give^ 

The light of an illustrious name — 
When the heart has ceased to live ? 

The heart that once has ceased to gloW 

With love's consuming fire, 
Has perished with the long ago 

That fueled its desire. 

O gracious eyes, so blue ! so blue ! 

O lips I oft have pressed — 
The burning heart that worshipped you 

Is dead within this breast. 
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Throw back the shutter, Charmian, 

I fain would hear the Nile ; 
My temples beat like hammers, 

So, prithee, stay awhile. 
Shake out that burning cassia, 

I weary of its fume— 
The starry flocks are pasturing ; 

And isis ! what a gloom. 
IVe drained the paps of passion 

And thrust aside love's breast, 
And to the sole assurer, 

Great Death, I leave the rest. 
Tush ! wherefore stare so wildly— 

Wouldst have me Caesar's slave? 
This Egypt is my empire. 

And it shall be my grave. 
My gorgeous reign is over ; 

Methinks we feasted well ; 
We are the kernel, Charmian, 

Let Caesar have the shell. 
But lo ! the daiwn is breaking ; 

Draw back lest we be seen — 
O Antony ! my Antony ! 

I come to tiiee a queen. 
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Tfil^HH lit A THICS^HT. 

This is the thicket ; now to hide. 

God 1 what a hell is yonder light : 
Her chamber — he is by her side ; 

This blade shall finish it to-night 

Ah, they are moving ; I will crawl 

A little nearer — so, 'tis well — 
Fools ! shadows blab upon the wall ; 

Your feast to-night shall end in hell. 

Now I must think — if this poor brain 
That seems all blood and rage and fire 

Can strike on some new path again 
From this delirium of desire. 

What said she near this very place 
A few hours since ? I see her now : 

A haughty coldness in her face 

As she laughs back each burning vow. 

List ! she is singing — let her sing — 
And let him drink her words like wine, 

And dally and toy and kiss and cling, 
And snatch down heaven ; FU soon have mine. 
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THREE IN A THICKET, 

But oh ! to crush her royal breast 
In one fierce grasp, and quivering feel 

Passion's white lava unsuppressed 
Surge through us as our bodies reel. 

But hush ! they come— from bush to bush 
I'll crouching steal with tigerish pace, 

And laughing leap and with a push 
Drive them to hell when they embrace. 



mV liADY. 

Look at this jewel of mine 
Sparkling with sapphirine blue. 

Crimson and green that vanish as shine 
Soft, serene lights as of dew, 

Steady and clear ; now turn it and lo, 

It bums with a sunset glow. 
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MY LADY. 



Look at this statue of mine 
Waiting with eloquent grace 

For the warmth of a hand divine 
To flush its white limbs and face, 

To thrill it with beauty complete 

Down from the head to the feet 

Look at this lady of mine 
Full of perfection and love, 

Where statue and jewel combine 
With the finishing touch from above, 

As now she doth hitherward glide 

Trailing her purples with pride. 



.THH l^HTUl^fl op TflH SHA 

corieuHnoit. 

Hark to the muffled pseans of the sea's incoming lines, 
Wave after plume-tossed wave leaps signalling to the 
beach. 
Powers primeval interpret the swift hieroglyphic signs, 
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THE RETURN OF T^M SE^ CONQUEROR, 

In caverns weirdly haunted by a veiled and shadowy 
speech. 
Tidings of pillaging sallies and leviathan ships des- 
troyed, 
Of isles volcanic shot up shouldering the surge aside, 
Of human corpses borne inward with which they 
dallied and toyed, 
Of ramparts stormed and carried and cities stripped 
of pride. 
Thunder of drums in the distance, a measured tramp 
and beat, 
Clangour of arms and trumpets blowing victorious 
peals, 
Armies on armies are marching that never have known 
defeat 
Back to these bastions of crag worn by their chariot 
wheels. 
The sun on the horizon blazes a crown for the 
conqueror's head, 
Night waits with his baldrick of stars and the 
mystical raiment he craves. 
His palace portals fly open, his path with ficarlet is 
spread. 
He comes to the planet-swung anthem of his 
processional waves. 
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THH THl^OSTIiH. 

Atop of the elder tree, 

Flurried with feathers and wings, 
A throstle empties his heart of glee, 

Twinkles his eye and sings : — 
" The skies they are blue, they are blue; 

Look at me! look at me! look at me!" 
Yes, little madcap, I do. 

For my spirit dances with thee 
Alive with a thousand wings ; 

Like a harp of unnumbered strings 
It trembles and thrills with thee. 

With thee, with thee, with thee — 
Frolicsome imp of feathers and wings 

It trembles and thrills with thee ; 
Full of the morning gold and dew 

And summer's soft unbreathing blue 
It shakes with excessive glee ; 

Brimming with light from such clear skies 
As might have curtained Paradise 

It carols with thee, with thee. 
Atop of the elder tree. 
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TO CUPID. 

Sunshine streaming on thy hair 
Finds a brighter sunshine there, 
And thy dimpled chin's recess 
Is a glen of loveliness. 

Who can paint thy happy eyes ? — 
Pools filled at the brimming skies, 
Where thy thoughts go gliding through 
Depths of living light and blue. 

Timid fawn and twinkling bee. 
Restless never were like thee ; 
Come, sweet, fold thy plumes and rest 
In the yearning of my breast. 



A Cn011Afl*S liHTTHl^. 

How strove this feverish heart of mine 
To melt that stony heart of thine 

With passionate desire ; 
And oh ! with such fierce ardour burned 
This thwarted soul, it almost turned 

As pitiless as fire. 
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A WOMAN'S LETTER. 

You never knew — men never do, 
We must be won and mastered, too, 

And feel, however stinging 
The hasty words, there is a heart 
Behind too big to take their part. 

To which our own is clinging. 

You never knew with all your learning 
That woman's heart is always yearning 

For love that is as fire ; 
We must have gods, but not like you. 
Who are so passionlessly true. 

Of whom we soon should tire. 

We dally with the flame, afraid. 

Then singe our wings and drop dismayed 

With an unending aching ; 
With shrivelled hopes and frightful fears, 
With oh ! such suffering and tears 

As set our poor hearts breaking. 

You never knew that far within 
Our souls we love what you call sin 

And hate your idol, duty ; 
We praise your good men with a smile 
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j4 WOMAN'S letter. 

Because it's right, but all the while 
We worship power and beauty. 

You never knew that woman's heart 
Is still the most erratic part 

Of that you call the Whole : 
With cat-like instincts and a will 
To marshall them for good and ill 

And dower them with a soul. 

You never knew — great man of mind, 
We love the man we cannot find 

Or is beyond our reaches ; 
And take on trust whatever we can. 
Provided it is like a man. 

Then — battle for the breeches. 

You never knew that, once subdued 
By one great soul we are imbued 

With something that can tame us ! 
We groom him up and feed his brains, 
And brisk him on with praise and — reins, 

And drive him till he's famous. 
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A WOMAN'S LETTER, 

We are, dear me, a strange queer lot : 
Some hardly worth an oimce of shot ; 

Some very weak and human ; 
Some winging up so high you deem 
They are not earthly — men do dream ; 
And some like me, a woman. 



TflB POHT. 

The poet sows his goodly seed 
Along the tracks of wrong, 

And clasps around each kingly deed 
The trappings of his song. 

Fresh tidings of old truths he spreads 
From jaded clime to clime — 

The ceaseless spinning of the threads 
That weave the robes of Time 

Is heard on that colossal height. 

On which he sits alone, 
Undazzled by the blinding light 

That streams from the unknown. 
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SOflG op THB WIflD. 

Written in youth after reading Shelley s Cloud. 

My home is on the mountains, 

My might is in the sea, 
But none below can ever know 

My being's mystery. 
Away I fly o'er the deep blue sky. 

The clouds my servants are, 
I whistle a song and drive them along 

Beneath the evening star. 
I frolic o'er fell, o'er mountain and dell. 

Till thimder joins in with my fun. 
And then I repose on the pure mountain snows 

And laugh o'er the ruin I've done. 
But often at night like a mischievous sprite 

I hover o'er city and town. 
And grumble and groan until I have blown 

Domes, temples, and cupolas down. 
No master have I save One on high, 

My birth-place none can declare; 
I live on the deep, in caverns I sleep. 

But who can discover my lair ? 
O'er torrents and fountains, o'er the cloud-cleaving 
mountains 
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SONG OF THE WIND. 

I pass with a sweep and a whirl, 
O'er sweet-smiling lands, o'er fierce-burning sands 

My tempest-dark wings I unfurl 
In wrath and in peace my motions ne'er cease. 

My spirit can ne'er be suppressed ; 
Although I may sleep on the calm-breaking deep 

My murmurs are heard still in rest 
When the heavens above wrought their rainbow of love 

And mercy to creatures of earth, 
I lifted my voice and bade them rejoice 

And welcome its beautiful birth. 
I wrap the fierce light of the sun at his height. 

The cloudlets mine edicts obey, 
With vapoury veil they gather and sail 

And mantle his tremulous ray. 
In the cataract's foam I have built a bright home 

Where Freedom and I dwell together, 
And the forests and flowers interweave us cool bowers 

When laughs the blue summer weather. 
Childhood and age on sorrow's dark stage-^ 

For happiness is but a dream — 
Will always rejoice when they hear my glad voice 

Come dancing like waves of a stream. 
Near the caverns and caves where slumber die waves 
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SONG OF THE WIND. 

Of ocean when weary with play, 
I wander and roam under heaven's blue dome 

And murmur a sweet roundelay. 
Like the roll sublime of ceaseless Time 

My breathing was heard long ago — 
I slept in the shade ere man was made 

To be monarch of all below. 
I have winnowed the wings of wonderful things. 

And followed an angel's flight 
In the days of old when man could behold 

The heavenly children of light. 
I have seen the bright faces of giant races 

Ere ocean rolled over the earth, 
And I have swept o'er each desolate shore 

Ere insect or creature had birth. 



THH Tl^UH PfllliOSOPHV op liipH. 

What is the true philosophy of life? 

To act with simple manliness the part 
Whatever choose the gods, e'en though the knife 

Of anguish drive with hilt thud through tl^ heart. 
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THE TRUE PHILOSOPHY OF UFE. 

To be the sceptred monarch of thyself 
However wag the world, to vanquish fear 

Of the unknown, to wisely win such pelf 
As will prevent curtailment of thy sphere. 

To be frank, liberal, full-orbed, large, complete. 
To feel thyself harmonious and in touch 

With every nerve of being till the beat 
Of sensuous life stirs not the soul overmuch. 

To be, in brief, a finely-touched machine. 

Heart, soul and body dove-tailed, smooth and swift. 

Keen as a razor, flexible, and clean. 
Broad-based and sure, till life's drab drop-scene lift. 



IHV STAl^. 

Out of the sea I came 

Laden with strange mysterious things. 
Lucid yet dripping as with red flame. 

Gossamer sylphs with rainbow wings, 
Gathered in moonlight beds afar 
To quiver with joy in thy light, my star. 
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MY STAR. 

Out of the wood I came 

Trailing blossoms of blue and gold, 
And young boughs feathered as with green flame, 

And chalices cast by an elfin mould 
Fresh from recesses where sweet things are 
For thy beautiful blessing of light, my star. 



THH CIiOW]4*S 1{HVH]4QH. 

The little rope-dancer would marry her clown ! 

The vile, wicked wretches to lure her away ! 
Oh ! take her at once from this horrible town — 

Then the vixen stopped short as though from dismay 
At my passionate outburst and sudden fierce threat 

As I turned on my heel, when, there at my feet 
She lay in her spangles and — well, I forget 

How we came to the kisses, but oh ! they were sweet. 
I was lifted to rapture until our new star. 

The young lion-tamer, all sparkle and span. 
With his black Spanish eyes and a tral-lal-alah. 

And his wonderful feats with old Caliban 
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THE CLOWN'S REVENGE. 

Seemed a dazzling young sun-god come down from 
above 

To woo and to win her, a beautiful maid. 
To her fonciful soul for ever in love 

With aome hero or other till his part was played. 
Though restless, thought he would fare like them all — 

Those heroes she beckoned— to bid them retire ; 
I forgot that a passionate woman will fall 

Should her mood at the critical moment catch fire. 
One night I discovered how desperate, bad 

A man's soul can become when he finds her untrue 
Whom he loved and had trusted with alT that he had, 

And to make her life haj^y done all he could da 
I was stunned as though thunder had crashed through 
my soul. 

And a whirlwind had torn up my heart like a weed; 
Then the tempest swept off with its long, sullen roll 

Of terrible thunder, and I felt my heart bleed. 
I brooded in secret, and scheme after scheme 

Arose, poisoning my soul like bubbles from hdl ; 
I felt what I showed not, and wrapped in a dream 

The fools babbled like children thinking all well 
I pondered for months and then hit on a plan 

For quick execution : — Unnoticed I stole 
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THE CLOWN'S REVENGE. 

With a bucket of blood for gaunt Caliban, 

Who slunk snorting towards it, his eyes on a roll 
With a fierce grunting growl down went his huge head, 

And swirl rasped his tongue while I chuckled with 
glee 
To hear the big laps and the after firm tread 

As he paced with green sulphurous eyes fixed od 
me. 
I trusted to luck that no smears would be seen 

As back through the darkness I sped with a grin. 
Just in time for the call-bell to get myself clean 

And dab on my paint as the rabble trooped in. 
I made the old place shake with laughter that night ; 

Why, even our crusty ring-master grinned once ; 
There was only one drag on my bouncing delight : 

I'm not to fling skits at that black-bearded dunce — 
Too touchy the dolt and too puffed with conceit, 

Too costly a star to be squibbed l^ a clown. 
With his tunic of medals and dainty small feet. 

And his long raven ringlets and stereotyped firown. 
To the t-i-n-g of the bell in lurched the big van, 

And down crashed the shutters, and there my old mate, 
Our forest-bred captive, my grand Caliban 

Sprang snarling to front us with eyes blazing hate. 
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THE CLOWirS REVENGE. 

I near giggled, when doffing his cap with a smirk 

My dalliard pranced through the ring to the van 
Where Caliban squatted and blinked like a Turk, 

And blew up the dust with his breath like a fan. 
I was in a hot fever to hear the wild yell 

Through asmothering roarwhendearCaliban crashed 
On his carcase and thud ! his soul shot to hell, 

And his head kicked the boards and was face-stripped 
and smashed. 
But God ! at that moment up to his great height 

The big brainless brute with a terrible roar 
Reared, lashing his tail with a paw stretched to smite 

Whoever dared enter his iron-bound door. 
The hot blood had parched him, but nor heaven nor 
heU 

Shall trick me again for — ah I there tings the bell. 
Heigho, my fine coxcomb, you shall not escape ; 

And you, fickle jade, just get ready your crape ; 
Ho ! ho ! my old slaughterer, how you will roar 

In your shambles to-night o'er your brewage of gore. 
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THH SPHINX. 

Once more I wake — the night has pitched her 

camp 
And all her countless sentinels around 
Are signalling from the endless plains of heaven. 
The moon hangs dreaming from her gliding car. 
O time, O years, O ages without pause, 
No tidings yet? or are ye voiceless still? 
Or have ye all forgotten I am here ? 
Forgotten ? nay I I am a part of you. 
Still must ye sweep and I must watch alone, 
While ages seem to crumble into hours. 
Till I have lost the record of my birth. 
And wherefore I am here, a lonely shape. 
Have I not heard great uproars on these sands? 
But they are gone and I must watch alone ; 
They came in pomp and disappeared in dreams. 
Have I not seen in the tremendous past 
Colossal hosts of giants camped around ? 
Then like a mist I slept within m3rself. 
There was a wild disorder in the heavens, 
A rush of lights and half-extinguished worlds. 
The crash of empires and the roar of waves ; 
Then darkness swooped and swallowed all in gloom ; 
Then a deep hush — and I beheld no more. 
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THE SPHINX. 

I slept again while ages sped around. 

But though in sleep I was not unaware 

That grand events grouped on my flats of sand, 

A crowd of shapes impalpable and swift, 

And wild unearthly shadows fraught with dreams 

Like dusky clouds came streaming past my form. 

I felt them pass and yet I knew them not : 

Mere portions of the transient things of earth, 

Not of the grand Eternal — let them pass. 

I have no part with perishable shapes. 

I hold communion with the fiery sun 

Trailing his tresses of gold through the sky ; 

The slow large wandering glances of the moon ; 

The glittering out-posts of the troops of night ; 

The infant dawn that struggles with the mist. 

When I awoke it was a summer eve. 
(Now days and ages are alike to me — 
Sometimes a day seems stretched into an age ; 
Sometimes an age seems shrunk into a day ; 
I take no heed of Time nor Time of me, 
For we are each apart yet still the same : 
Time is eternal motion, not so I — 
My sphere is an eternity of rest ; 
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THE SPHINX. 

Time laughs at men and empires, I, at Time.) 

When I awoke it was a summer eve : 

One of those nights when floating full and large 

The moon brims o'er with silver till she faints 

With an excess of splendour — ^all was hushed. 

I saw a tent, some camels, and a man 

Robed in a flowing garment seated near 

The ruins of a temple, in the shade 

Of solemn palms : beyond him in the pure 

Fresh moonlight spread the broad unshadowed sands 

Spectral and vast and lonely as the sky. 

I saw them till the quiet moonlight died, 

The east filled with white fire, and then I slept. 

How long I slept I know not, though it must 

Have been for many multitudes of years. 

I cannot tell what happened in my sleep. 

I kept no record of material things. 

I scarce remembered that my steadfast eyes 

Still watched the East and its hushed workings there. 

I only felt an awful stillness on me — 

A blind intense stagnation from without 

That girt me round with visions and black dreams 

Reeling upon me without end or aim. 
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THE SPHINX. 

There was no change, no hope, no tide, no time. 
The sky was there and yet I knew it not ; 
The sun was there and yet I felt it not ; 
The moon was there and yet I saw it not ; 
The pomp and royal pageant of the dawn, 
The shifting apparitions of the clouds. 
The barren desert with its burning sands, — 
Were swallowed up in blank inanity. 

At last I woke with something of relief 

And with the freshness of my early dajrs ; 

And I beheld the sands great winds had blown 

In mounded heaps round my tremendous base 

Fall suddenly back — a whirling wilderness. 

Strange hollow booming unlike any sound 

That I had heard shook my gigantic frame. 

My kingdom rocked; dread simooms drove the sands; 

Caverns that beat with hurricanes of fire 

Thundered and belched sheets of white-heavmg flame 

Full on the flanks of my unyielding form. 

The phantoms fled, and staring at the sands 

The sun was up in his meridian tower 

And sultriness lay heavy on the plain. 

There was a hum upon my desert home 
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THE SPHINX. 

Now thronged with tents that flung their banners out; 

And I beheld a multitude of men 

Robed in dark blue in battle-line drawn up 

On camels some and some on prancing steeds ; 

When suddenly ten thousand trumpets smote 

The yielding air with clangour till it reeled, 

Like a simoom that valorous host swept past. 

And I beheld another host of men 

Turbaned and garbed in floating robes like clouds 

Whose chargers seemed a portion of themselves 

As streaming past they dashed upon their foes. 

The armies met and the whole desert shook. 

From battle's grapple plunged in sudden smoke 

Banners were tossed and weapons flashed and fell, 

And thrust-up heads yelled hideously and sank. 

The clamouring trumpets and the deafening drums, 

The shouting riders and the thundering steeds, 

The sullen tearing billow-roar of guns 

With ravaging percussions smote my realm. 

The desert and the sky were glaring red, 

And clouds hung 'twixt the trampled sand and sky 

Dyed with the flood of crimson in the sky 

And with the red reflection from the sands. 

They battled on till darkness caught from view 

i6r 



THE SPHINX. 

The vanquished and the vanquisher alike. 
Tremendous dreams of battles long ago : — 
Innumerable armies marching back 
To blasts of blaring trumpets, clash of targe. 
And rumbling loud of brazen chariots, 
With waving trophies, captives manacled 
To phalanx triumphant, with all the pomp 
Barbaric monarchs loved after the harsh 
Sonorous clanging of exultant war — 
Crowded in stormy gusts of memory. 
Ten thousand dreadful battles raged within ; 
Cities were sacked, whole armies swept away, 
And proud unyielding empires shattering fell 
The visions fled and I looked forth again. 
The scene now shifted and my steadfast eyes 
Gazed on the vision of the things to come, 
A glorious dream vouchsafed to me alone — 
Dead Egypt's soul memorialised in stone. 
The lonely desert vanished and a clime 
Peopled with fine enchantments, soft blue airs. 
And happy beings beautiful and mild 
Basking in golden sunshine, spread around. 
The scathing sand-drifts scorched not any more 
My stubborn base, 'twas rooted 'mid cool flowers ; 
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THE SPHINX, 

Large languid lilies — the very air seemed dense 
Around their snowy beauty, roses too, 
And many other incense-teeming things 
Fearless and fresh with first dews of the dawn. 
The grotesque grots were prodigal of sound : 
Low hum and fairy harping, lisping shells 
Scattered like rainbows on the golden sand. 
Faint noise of timid runlets fluttering near. 
The azure air made music out of leaves 
And dainty drops of dimpled dew ; the clime 
Overflowed with all the twinkling lights and hues, 
Sounds of serenest touch of earth and sky, 
Lullabies of waterfalls, siren songs. 
And hollow notes produced I know not how. 
And near green groves of olive, palm, and flg. 
Columns of whitest foam enkindling stars, 
Hoarse rumbling of slow cataracts, the low 
Sweet slumbrous fountains and the keen shrill hiss 
Of sloping rivulets issuing to the sea 
Built up a slow deep-breathed harmony. 
It was a witching place— brooks, glens, and vales, 
Mountains of purple, meadows tingling life 
With buds and blooms and butterflies and bees. 
I gazed and felt a sudden exaltation 
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THE SPHINX, 

Because I knew those passions were no more 

Which men call sin, for love had vanquished them. 

I watched the vision slowly fade away, 

And though I yearned with an intense desire 

I never viewed its loveliness again ; 

But round me spread, unbounded and the same. 

The broad unpeopled desert dumb with heat. 

The dying sun wrapped in his shroud of fire 
Rules with a glance his empire to the last. 
And takes his glory with him ; stars steal out ; 
The moon suspended in the wind-swept sky 
Seems like a priceless jewel gleaming on 
Night's purple mantle dusted o'er with gold ; 
Clouds form and fade in silence ; tremors faint 
Frisk round the verge of darkness when the morn 
Vaults from the naked shoulders of the sun 
And pulsates in habiliments of gold. 
All have their silent labours, each in turn. 
My solemn realm alone disdains to work. 
Stretching around in level leagues where Death 
Alone dares dwell in company with me. 
And still I watch and still the ages sweep, 
And still must sweep and I must watch the same. 
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THE SPHINX. 

Fresh races and new empires take the place 
Of my once-peopled kingdom for a time, 
Then crumble up and they are known no more. 

The night is waning, and the orient mom 
Wades through the purple channels of the East. 
The sun is spreading his large wings of fire. 
A drowsy murmur hangs about my home. 
The yellow sunbeams like a swarm of bees 
Alight on my calm forehead and creep down 
My stalwart neck to gild me as with gold. 
Once more I sleep, and when I wake again 
The perishing of man shall be my theme. 



TO GHACE. 

Give me the glowing eyes of Egypt's queen, 
Wealthy with liquid gloom, instinct with fire. 

Now eloquent of Pharaoh, immovable, serene, 

Now filling with the jealous moods of tyrannous desire. 

Give me the superb forms of ancient Greece, 

Lithe, light, and lissom, long-limbed, smooth and 
round, 
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TO GRACE. 

Evolved to full perfection through centuries of peace 
By heroes bom for battle yet husbanding the ground. 

But give me thy delicious lips, my Grace, 
Ripe, red, and lusty, like a hot June rose. 

Magnetically odorous of some old royal race 
Of proud voluptuous dames and grand full-blooded 
beaux. 



VICTOI^IA HHGINA. 

January 22^ igor. 
The messenger whom mortals dread 

On silent wing comes down, 
And softly presses on her head 

His sombre cypress crown. 

The symbols of her pride of place 
As monarch, he scarce heeds ; 

But feels a brightness in his face 
That comes of her good deeds. 

Mere visions are the pomps of birth 
And world-wreaths for endeavour ; 

The things of earth will pass with earth ; 
But goodness last for ever. 

i66 



AT GI^IBF'S GI^EV SH1<I14H. 

At Griefs grey shrine 
I lay supine, 

Conquered but not subdued : 
Though my soul was sorely spent, 
My heart harassed and rent, 
Yet to Fate I had not sued. 
Rather, I craved to sate 
A fierce consuming hate, 
To crush with fiendish glee 
My lauded enemy. 
When lo, as thus I lay 
Like a wild thing at bay, 
Gnashing my teeth with ire 
And impotent desire, 
A low voice thrilling clear 
Touched my dull ear : 
" Verily, is it so ? 
Poor waif, dost thou not know 
The harvest of thy seed ? 
The monsters thou didst breed ? 
Is it so strange a thing 
Thy deeds should backward spring? 
Ah me ! is it not just 
That pain should shadow lust ? 
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AT GRrEF'S GREY SHRINE. 

Bethink thee of the past : 

Is there no soul thou hast 

Harrowed with torments dire 

To pleasure thy desire ? 

The world to which men cling 

Is worth not anything. 

Titles and wealth and fame — 

Love covers them with shame. 

Let thy soul sit in state 

And thy slave shall be Fate. 

Oh ! wherefore, foolish one, 

Eschew what thou hast done ? 

Evil from evil flows. 

Through suffering thy soul grows. 

Thyself is thine own foe, 

Thou makest thine own woe ; 

This grief is passing o'er, 

An old debt thou didst owe ; 

Be wise, contract no more." 



DUftmO MUSIC. 

To nourish my soul in its crying need 
Falls the manna on which the angds feed. 
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An earth-maid lived with a nurman in his sea-cavi till she 
<me day heard her village church bells, and, filled with a sudden 
yearning for home, deserted him. See Matthew Arnold's " The 
Deserted Merman J*^ 

I hear the waves on the lonely reef 

When I turn my head aside, 
And resting brood with a silent grief 

O'er something my heart must hide. 
I see below me our coral cave 

Where my brothers are sound asleep, 
And a shoal ofSsh like a moonlight wave. 

And the pink satin bed of the deep. 
I cannot forget those soft warm arms, 

And that voice so subtly sweet 
That sang to me in the drowsy calms 

Afar from the noontide heat. 
I cannot forget those shining tears 

Her mild blue eyes would shed, 
When whispering low to my listening ears 

She spake of a home overhead. 
A pleasant home with trees around, 

Far greener than those I see 
On the cliffs, that send a surf-like sound 

And brandish their boughs at me. 
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THE LONELY MERMAID, 

These emerald lights and soft blue shades 

That shift with the clouds above 
Delight the hearts of the young mermaids, 

But mine is longing for love. 
^[y quarrelsome brothers stare at me 

With pitiless, cold, grey eyes. 
And chase me oft through the roaring sea 

And laugh at my human cries. 
Whenever peal out those distant bells 

My father shudders to hear 
They pelt me with pebbles and sharp sea-shells 

Or plunge fiercely towards me and leer. 
O beautiful being, hear my moan ; 

Come back to thy sorrowing maid ; 
Have pity for Tm alas ! alone, 

And my heart is sore afraid. 
Come back, come back, from that distant shore 

Where thou hast stayed so long ; 
Dost thou not think when the breakers roar 

Of the child that was not strong — 
The little, blue-eyed, delicate thing 

That slept on thy breast all day, 
Or lisped the songs thou wouldst softly sing 

When her brothers were at their play ? 
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THE LONEL Y MERMAID. 

Dost thou not think of the bright gold locks 

Held back by a coral braid, 
And that purple pool near the weedy rocks 

Where thine infant basked and played ? 
Come back, come back, to the child that frets; 

Come back ere it be too late ; 
For every day she never forgets 

At sunset to mourn and wait. 
I'm weary of waiting and watching here. 

And my brothers will soon awake ; 
Come back, come back, O mother dear, 

Or my heart will surely break ! 



A CH^ISTmAS I^EVHHIH. 

Since these verses' were written the Author has had reason to 
accept the doctrine of Immortality, 

I feel strange longing at this time. 

The happy season of His birth 
Who, were He God or man sublime, 

Moved clothed in purity on earth. 
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j4 CHRISTMAS REVERIE. 

He sowed the world's chameleon mind 
With burning seeds it deems divine ; 

His life flows out to half mankind 
A vintage of pure spirit-wine. 

mighty Master, before whom 
Great nations reverently kneel, 

While organs peal out blasts like doom 
Till huge cathedrals seem to reel ; 

And gorgeous forms of Thee and Thine 
In blazoned windows bum like fire, 

And ecstasies of hymns divine 

Surge proudly from the white-robed choir. 

We find no blemish on Thy robe 
Of spirit-whiteness, Gracious Sage ; 

No soul emparadised this globe 
With rarer rays in any age. 

1 cannot kneel before Thy shrine ; 

But oh ! my soul soiled with life's mire 
And bruised and baffled cleaves to Thine; 
Ah, not to worship but aspire. 

I will not wind a cumbrous creed 
About my soul that feels its wings ; 
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A CHRISTiMAS REVERIE, 

'Tis the air's breadth of Truth I need 
Through which to soar to higher things. 

Creeds are young spirits' leading strings, 
The crutches whereon weak souls lean ; 

But love and duty, shimmenngs 

Of Truth that shines somewhere unseen. 

With dogma the sleek charlatan 

Comes juggernauting through the times — 
Tis man's conditions and not man 

That are to blame for half our crimes. 

'Tis habits and not men that fill 
The world with folly, misery, pain ; 

Tis reason and a steady will, 

Not sentiment, that keep men sane. 

Yon grave-yard has a tonic air 

To brace your weak soul's staggerings ; 

Where Time, whose presence rules elsewhere, 
Loses all attributes but wings ; 

Where, musingly, the temperate soul 
Recoils upon itself and gropes 

For something beyond death's control, 
For something to support its hopes. 
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A CHRISTMAS REVERIE. 

Howbeit, though he knows not much, 
Man feels within himself a power 

With which his soul is more in touch 
Than inmost scent is with its flower. 

He feels defrauded of his right 
If, after this life's storm and stress 

Through love of what he thinks Truth's light, 
He fade to utter nothingness. 

He haughtily rejects the tomb, 
Assured by whispers in his soul 

Extinction will not be his doom 
However wrapped in doubt his goal. 

There's wisdom in — I do not know \ 
Why waste my time in beating air ; 

My daily duties here below 

Demand my utmost thoughtful care. 

To dungeon each ancestral sin, 

To make the most of Natiu-e's store, 

To cultivate the good within — 
That is my mission, nothing more. 
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A CHRISTMAS REVERIE, 



Meanwhile, my loftiest reach is love — 
The topmost ledge which few have trod 

Of life's lone peak that soars above 
All tumult, to be lost in God. 



Casting off his fleetness spins the setting sun. 
And one faint star signals — weary day is done. 
Let us sit down here, love, in this quiet place, 
Thou to watch the sunset, I, thy radiant face. 
Splashes in the west there — is it not a sign 
That the flirting Hebe spills her Master's wine ? 
See, some stars are winking, and from the lagoon 
Like a golden bubble swells the ponderous moon. 
How the frangipanni oppresses the soft gloom ; 
What a heavy richness hangs o'er every bloom. 
How the falling languor steeps in sleep each tree; 
What a drowsy splendour glows with warmth in thee, 
In thine eyes' dark azure with the love-lights there 
In the clouded incense of thy heavy hair. 
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UOVH IIAPTURHS. 

Under this dark blue dome 

Alone with the stars and sea, 
Near a girdle of crumpled foam 

We wander in childish glee. 
I a monarch of dreams, 

Thou a queen of romance, 
Treading the shores of a land that seems 

Half-swathed in a magic trance. 
Thou with thy soft dark eyes 

Fleecy with silky fire ; 
I with tremors and rapturous sighs. 

Darts and thrills of desire. 
Oh ! the glory of this, 

Far from the world to be. 
To mingle and tingle and kiss 

And tremble with ecstasy. 
With only the sky's good fellowship 

To witness the pang when we part. 
The meeting of lip with lip. 

And the beating of heart with heart 



IWOOHIilQHT. 

Lulled by the moonlight earth and sky and sea 
Are in one huge absorbing reverie. 
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THB PASSING op VOUNQ POHTS. 

I had a vision in the hush of night : 

Methought I saw the youthful bards go by, 

Robed in dark purple to their mountain height ; 
Let me describe that noble company. 

First Byron passed as in his early days 

Ere his ungovernable soul of pride 
Shot up, like a volcanic peak ablaze. 

And poured its fiery torrents far and wide. 

Then with Hyperion-curls luxurious Keats 

Fresh from the glamorous glades of old romance, 
*With lips still stained with delicious sweets 
And lazy-lidded eyes of drowsy glance. 

Then ideal Shelley with quick spirit-eyes — 
That dazzling shape with ruffled wings half-grown 

Who leaped the barriers of the quaking skies 
And burst with sudden dream-gusts on the unknown. 

Then with dishevelled locks and supple frame, 
An eager stripling fluting woodland airs — 

Twas Gray that staggered through the porch of Fame 
And with a cry died on the altar stairs. 

Then reckless, fierce, poor, cheated Chatterton, 
As when with flattering hopes he did compete 



THE PASSING OF YOUNG POETS. 

For lofty laurels that did lure him on, 
To find a sudden victory in defeat 

Then bursting into wild impassioned song 
That breaking off died into amorous sighs 

Irruptive Bums, big-limbed and tall and strong, 
With dagger thrusts of lightning in his eyes. 

Then Marlowe with imperious, haughty tread. 
As though he heard the drum's barbaric beat, 

And rumbling of the war-hosts charioted 
With tramping of innumerable feet. 

When Byron rolled his thunder peal on peal 
And Keats trailed out his long melodious moan, 

Did Shelley his soul's brilliancy reveal 

In sorceries of sound from worlds unknown. 

When Gray piped, grieving like a lonely bird 

On some old bough green with the leaves of spring, 

Did Chatterton, his spirit quickly stirred, 
Caress and frolic on each nimble string. 

When Burns poured out the anguish of his heart 
And thrilled the air with throstle lilts of song. 

Did royal Marlowe grandly play his part 

With clashing cymbal and deep-sounding gong. 
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THH SPIRIT'S FIiIOHf. 

I hear delicious wafts of song 
From angels clothed in white ; 

And gracious shadows round me throng 
That fill the room with light. 

Clear blissful visions come and go 
With odour fresh and faint ; 

And hovering near in robes like snow 
Smiles my beloved saint. 

Large choral bursts of music sound ; 

I fold my palms in prayer ; 
Fm lightly lifted from the ground ; 

Fm floating in the air. 

The room is fading from my sight ; 

Cool fingers touch my cheek ; 
And lovely forms serenely bright 

Float with me calm and meek. 

I hear their voices soft and sweet : 

" Dear brother, do not fear, 
Your other saint you soon shall greet 

Within her shining sphere." 
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TO flV iriCOflPAllAfiliB liADV. 

Dear lady, if I dedicate to thee 

These busy thoughts that thou hast waked in me» 

That bee-like cluster round my hived brain, 

Angrily buzzing to be at work again, 

To make a store-house of my foolish mind 

For such sweet stuff as honey-suckers find, 

I trust thou wilt my recklessness forgive 

And spurn not back the sweet-meats they will give. 

They are too weak to be cast out as yet, 

To drag the air for treasures with a net, 

To snatch the stars for bracelets and ensnare 

A flight of sunbeams to enrich thy hair. 

They would ransack the casket of the sky 

For precious jewels to attract thine eye ; 

Thrill with hot kisses the cold lips of Night, 

Till her dull cheeks blushed roses with delight 

And men came forth to learn what it might mean, 

To get the truth and crown thee as their queen — 

Were they equipped with more than insect wings 

Wasting their strength with feeble flutterings. 

But now, alack, they discontented pine 

About thy cheeks — those lilies drenched in wine; 

Explore the dipping dimple of thy chin 

And start the coiled-up Cupid tucked within ; 
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TO MY INCOMPARABLE LADY. 

Swarm to thy mouth to grapple and to sip 
Whatever moisture sweetens thy red lip ; 
Hang in thy breath for odour to support 
Their working wings — of brain-bread they are short ; 
Rove through thy locks and balance on each thread, 
Creep into curls for snugness and a bed ; 
Coax the vexed Cupid that doth pet and frown 
At their rash venture not to tread them down ; 
Then hum dumb nothings in thy careless ear, 
Or filch the silver from a shining tear, 
Aching for me that my poor spirit sky 
Cannot shower riches to approach thee by. 
See, lady, what weak bubble of the brain — 
What empty froth disperses from my strain, 
WTiat idle tattle has become my part 
Since thy bright looks made target of my heart. 



liOVH. 



Love's deadliest pain is most exquisite bliss ; 

There's nothing to the cherub strange and new. 
From conquering conquerors with a scarce-felt kiss, 

To linking planets to a drop of dew. 
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liHAriDEH TO HBHO. 

Suggested by lennyson^s *^Hefo to Leander^'* in *'*'Poems^ 
Chiefly Lyrical^'' published in 1830, 

Oh ! hold me not, my love, 

The glad waves feel afar 
The dawning of the blue above 

Where drowns the morning star ; 
And see, where yonder foam curls white 

Along the reddening strand 
A fisherman has quenched his light 

And drags his skiff to land. 
This cool breeze fresh from wet sea-weed 

Blows back thy yellow tresses 
And dims thy soft blue eyes that plead 

For kisses and caresses. 
O sweet, 'tis for thy sake 

I leave thee for a while ; 
Ah ! Tiow my heart doth ache 

To see thee lose thy smile. 
Come, lay thy head upon my breast 

And hear my heart's wild beat ; 
While, each possessing and possessed. 

Our warm lips toying meet. 
New vigour flows through every limb, 

Rich blood mounts to my brain 
Like wine-fumes — nay! I shall not swim 

But fly this strip of main. 
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LEANDER TO HERO, 

My kisses shake away these tears 

That made thine eyes so dull, 
And beaming out their blue appears 

So bright and beautiful. 
Sure, didst thou feel as I have felt 

When tossing to and fro 
'Mid toppling tops of waves that melt 

And hissing turn like snow, 
When bluer blues around me spread 

Than ever bloomed on high, 
You'd laughing lift your lips nor dread 

This was our last good-bye. 
My ocean-siren, hush ! oh, hush ! 

Dawn feeds her crimson fires ; 
But rosy sunset's last warm blush 

Is what thy heart desires. 
Why murmur when the world is bright 

And fret with vague alarms ? 
Our own dear moon will shine to-night 

And light me to thine arms. 
Back to thy lonely tower. 
The sun is rising fast ; 
My clinging honey-flower, 
One long kiss for the last ! 
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lIAIiHDICTION. 

May my laughter, O heaven ! 

Pursue like a knell, 
When I hurl him unshriven 

And shrieking to hell. 
*Twas his crafty doing 

That threw us apart, 
That drove me to ruin. 

And broke her young heart. 
Such a tongue had the liar 

No girl could but trust — 
Have the brands of hell fire 

My hatred, his lust ? 
She died with hands waving 

And bosom stripped bare, 
She thought in her raving 

The villain was there. 
Have you felt your blood freezing, 

Your hair stand up straight, 
When delirium is seizing 

Your fever-parched mate ? 
Have you felt the sky spinning. 

The earth turning round. 
When your horse is just winning 

You're thrown to the ground ? 
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MALEDICTION, 



Have you felt your brain splitting, 

Then stop with a shock, 
When your ship lurches slitting 

Her side on a rock ? 
My hot brain was tenseless. 

Sprung by her last moan. 
And gasping and senseless 

I fell like a stone . . . 
In the night's starry splendour 

I yearn and she's near, 
Her soul is too tender 

To abandon me here. 
In spite of this yearning 

I grip for his throat ; 
Were his soul in hell burning 

Oh ! how I should gloat. 
Too often I'm dreaming 

She whispers "forgive;"' 
But I wake to my scheming 

For that is to live. 
I know we are nearing 

Each other each day, 
I feel he is fearing 

The hand that shall slay. 
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MALEDICTION, 



My whole frame is thrilling, 
My soul seems to swim 

Like a shark to the killing 
Of a villain like him. 



A Wll^THt^ |VOO]4UIGHT SCH]4H. 

As lovely as the landscape of a dream 
This solemn scene —a wild fantastic show 
Sleeps on the eye, embosomed in pure snow. 
The murmurs have departed from yon stream 
Into the soul of silence, and 'twould seem 
As though the very hills themselves do grow 
Into the slumber of the vale "below. 
That bashful lies between their heights supreme. 



OUTCAST lA^O]«Efl. 

Sirens of sin, with scarlet lips of lust. 
That sell divine hopes for a tear-stained crust : 
God's flowers, in the reeking sewer of crime. 
Fouled by the oozing ulcers of old Time. 
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piiORHflCH 

There is a wondrous Paradise 

Where song-birds crowd the trees, 
O'er-canopied by purple skies 

And washed by sapphire seas ; 
Where mild and sinless creatures 

More white than glistening foam, 
With sweet seraphic features 

Have made their happy home. 
There lulled by falling water, 

By flute-notes lightly blown, 
I wooed the king's young daughter 

With many a plaintive moan. 
I won her not by pleading, 

Beseeching yearns and sighs, 
But by her swift soul reading 

The words that left mine eyes. 
And now by nymphs attended, 

To harp-strings' trembling tone. 
In raiments rich and splendid, 

Each on a golden throne, 
We reign in bliss together 

Above dark toil and care, 
Calm as our clime's calm weather 

Of bright, blue, burning air. 
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FLORENCE. 



Our sceptres, who can hold them ? 

Our crowns, what weight are they? 
Our trappings, who can fold them? 

What subjects own our sway ? 
O love, I now dethrone thee. 

Cast my bright robes aside. 
Dismiss my dream and own thee, 

My blue-eyed peerless bride. 
No queen in royal splendour. 

With features proudly calm, 
But Florence warm and tender 

Leans on my folding arm. 
What bliss to feel her pressing 

My hand in her sweet way. 
To watch her lids caressing 

Her lustrous eyes all day. 
No goddess crowned with flowers 

All breathless with delight, 
No Paradisal bowers. 

No courtiers robed in white. 
No harp-strings lightly shaking. 

No flute-notes softly blown. 
No wavelets brightly breaking, 

No falling water-tone ; 
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FLORENCE. 



For far above such treasures, 
Such visions far above, 

Are childhood's simple pleasures 
And simple childhood's love. 



m THE DEAD HOUSE. 

Stretched on a dripping slab of stone 
A sheeted harlot lies alone, 
Brought in last night from where she lay 
Among the mangroves near the bay. 
Without, the wrangling wind and rain 
Join battle on the window pane, 
And jar the hush so deep and dread 
Within this chamber of the dead. 
I lift the sheet — God ! what a sight 
Lies stark and ghastly in the light : 
The face is black, the bosom bare. 
The eyes, oh ! how they blankly stare 
With their last fixing of despair. 
Dear sister, as I gaze on thee 
I half divine thy history. 
The work a comely youth began 
Was hastened by a crafty man, 
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IN THE DEAD HOUSE, 

And others joining pushed thee down 

And advertised thee to the town, 

Till turning from thee satisfied, 

They shrewdly let thee drop aside : 

Like some spring blossom fresh with dew 

I dally with an hour or two, 

But when its fairy colours fade 

Through my hot grasp, its part is played ; 

I love its beauty, that is all. 

When that is gone I let it fall 

On the hard street without a thought, 

Since bunches of them can be bought. 

And human flowers, too, are not dear; 

Why, hundreds are placed every year 

For wealthy customers to choose, 

And drop when they have spoiled their hues 

To fade in gutters or drift here. 

How can the secret trade be dull 

When richer blooms more beautiful, 

And buds just conscious of their flower 

Are culled for market every hour. 

That some fastideous connoisseur. 

Rejecting those that seem impure. 

Might with his pampering influence 
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IN THE DEAD HOUSE, 

Tarnish their flattered innocence. 
'Tis not the wildflower of the field, 
Its common coarseness is its shield, 
But some rare growth that can unfold 
A wealth of precious bells of gold. 
That furnished with no other charm 
But its own beauty against harm 
Is pillaged by the passer-by, 
Because it strikes at once his eye. 

But thou, poor withered human flower, 
Hast somehow slipped from out man's power; 
No more shalt thou through thoroughfares 
Parading hawk thy damaged wares. 
Or glance aside with listless look 
At some rough woman's harsh rebuke. 
Or strive with cheating paint to be 
A comely street commodity. 
'Tis hard to think the funeral pall 
Dropped o'er thy drama ends it all, 
Since if the Power that works unseen 
Behind each shifting painted screen 
Will not redress in some far sphere 
Thee for those wrongs inflicted here, 
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IN THE DEAD HOUSE. 

Then in somewise is less than we 
Poor, pitying, crushed humanity — 
But hush ! that cannot, cannot be. 

We know that Truth, unknown, unseen, 
Behind the apparent is, has been ; 
That Nature— visions nothing worth. 
Stole into us before our birth 
And took possession of each sense 
To use it in her own defence. 
Lest we remembering whence we came 
And that Truth, should put her to shame, 
And slipping back unto our sire 
Prove her a useless, blundering liai. 
Hence, of that state to which wt ^o 
Whatever we think we nothing know, 
For everywhere the visions spread 
To mock us mourning for our dead, 
While darts the shuttle with the thread 
That weaves the winding web of woe. 

The world pays homage to each saint 
Whose sphere-lit faces painters paint. 
Who consecrated their white days 
With deeds to give their Master praise, 
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IN THE DEAD HOUSE, 

Assoiled from all but one offence— 

The guilt of too much innocence. 

Fair lilies of humanity 

From fiery passion coldly free, 

Not lusty roses red like thee, 

Who never thought of their good Lord 

Who (so He said) should them reward, 

But helped his creatures great and small 

Because they suffered, that was all ; 

Because in spite of thy red star 

Thou hadst compassion nought could mar 

For bird and beast and everything 

Man dooms to needless suffering. 

Greater tKan they, since thy kind deeds 

Sprang from thy heart, theirs from their creeds. 

I can behold, by fancy's aid, 
A lover that with thee did trade. 
Just entering with as grave a face 
As he deems needful for this place. 
Brought hither by a freak of thought 
To see what body had been brought. 
Rumour of which he'd heard somewhere 
While loitering in the thoroughfare, 
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IN THE DEAD HOUSE, 

And thinking — it is something new 
To see the morgue and a body, too, 
With morbid curiosity, 
Yet dreading what he's come to see, 
He saunters up to look at thee. 
One hurried recognising glance. 
Then starting with pale countenance 
He fascinated stands and stares 
And takes it all in unawares. 
While life-like pictures of the past 
Drive through his memory thick and fast 
Again he breathes the strong perfume 
That burdened as with clouds thy room ; 
Again he sees thee half undressed. 
Thy breasts like fruit together pressed ; 
Again he trembles with excess 
Of joy at thy warm loveliness — 
Then with a shock they are dispersed. 
And cold and bald and cruelly keen 
Beats back upon his brain this scene 
More real than it seemed at first, 
With loathing of himself and thee 
To be etched in his memory. 
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IN THE DEAD HOUSE. 

The rain drifts off with drifting day, 

And sullen shadows weird and grey 

Creep blindly o'er the horror here 

And blurring hang about its bier. 

A cold damp air steals from the ground ; 

A dreadful hush prevails around ; 

And peering I discern within 

Dim bottles ranged along the shelves 

Monstrosities that seem to grin 

And gloat o'er their own hideous selves, 

And in a comer, partly hid 

By mummied shapes, a coffin lid. 

The doleful light becomes more dim. 

The gruesome scene becomes more grim 

And weighs upon each aching sense 

That yielded to its influence ; 

And looking down again on thee 

Poor corpse, I shrink instinctively : 

A something I can feel, not see. 

Is present in this place with me — 

I turn abruptly, drop the sheet, 

And swiftly pass into the street. 
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THH HNCHA]4TBD t^BAIilV. 

Lifted up in golden glory 

By a wise enchanter's wand, 
Shone the palace of my story 

Shedding beauty o'er the land. 
From five towers of white marble 

Banners streamed in rich array, 
Where glad birds were heard to warble 

All the long, slow, sleepy day. 
When the sun threw off his fleetness 

On the dim horizon's bound 
Voices of unrivalled sweetness 

Filled the drowsy air around. 
Drooping softly, sinking lightly. 

That sweet singing moved away, 
As fair Vesper, shining brightly. 

Lighted down the king of day. 
Then from out the heavens holy 

Flushes of warm crimson light. 
Sliding soft as melancholy 

Ushered in the slumbrous night. 
Then within the eastern tower 

Flashing on from nave to nave. 
In a large and golden shower. 

Magic lights burst like a wave. 



THE ENCHANTED REALM. 

Rolling on they shot and quivered, 

Lighting up the central dome, 
Where a fragrant fountain shivered 

Cataracts of falling foam. 
Then within pearl-roofed recesses — 

For the wizard willed it so, 
Maidens fair with shimmering tresses 

Sang to music breathing low. 
Radiant eyes as blue as morning 

Sparkled gaily in the light ; 
And through robes their forms adorning 

Blushed their limbs all rosy-bright. 
It was but a realm of glory 

Fashioned in the mind's domain, 
Never will there shine in story 

Realm more beautiful again. 
But alas ! one evil hour 

Oppressed the soft enamoured air. 
Sapped the wise enchanter's power 

And muttered that dread word— despair. 
Then the air grew warm and warmer. 

And the frightened music died. 
Then the fount grew calm and calmer 

And the quick lights quenched their pride. 



THE ENCHANTED REALM, 

Until suddenly with thunder 
The sea-green turf opened wide, 

And the palace toppled under, 
There for ever to abide. 



THH QUBEfl op THH CHHt^UfiS. 

I heed not my hardships though heavy they be, 

For a beautiful angel is waiting for me, 

With a train of young cherubs that make melody. 

How can I be lonely when she is so near? 
For my beautiful angel, the queen of her sphere. 
Oft leaves her bright kingdom to visit me here. 

I know when my lady is hitherward bound 
By a delicate odour and exquisite sound, 
By garlanded shadows that hover around. 

But not till the moonlight has silvered the gloom 
Glides the queen of the cherubim into my room 
With a cluster of virginal lilies in bloom. 
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THE QUEEN OF THE CHERUBS, 

She bends o'er me softly and kisses my brow 

With such love and compassion that fill me with woe 

To think my bright angel is troubled also. 

And my pillow is showered with gossamer tresses, 
And my heart how it throbs and my soul how it blesses 
My woes that could bring me such angel caresses ! 

With eyes full of yearning she fades from my sight, 
And leaves me heart-broken to toil through the night, 
To restlessly toss till the dawning of light. 

But once o'er those lily blooms perfect and white 

Hung a soft misty halo of luminous light, 

A cloud of faint radiance that made the room bright. 

Perplexed and in wonder 1 gazed — and behold ! 
Just near on my pillow, with claspings of gold. 
Lay a book of such beauty as cannot be told. 

I glanced at its title and trembled with fear, 
For its letters of light were terribly clear : 
"Thy life up to date is chronicled here." 

Then something within me impelled me to read ; 
Oh God ! how I flinched as I came to each deed 
Of furious passion, of lust, and of greed. 
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THE QUEEN OF THE CHERUBS. 

And those sisterly lilies were smitten with blight, 

And horrible laughter transfixed me with fright. 

It seemed as though demons were laughing with spite ; 

As though the black pit had belched into my room 
Its unhallowed shapes and phantoms of gloom 
To mock and to drag me down to my doom. 

How I craved to pass over those pages and shun 
Each damning dark record of all I had done ; 
But something impelled me to read every one. 

My few acts of goodness shone out clear and bright : 
My tortures departed, the phantoms took flight, 
And those sensitive lilies recovered their light. 

I heard the sweet singing of angels in heaven ; 

I felt the pure rapture of spirits forgiven — 

The joy of those spirits with whom I had striven. 

And a faint subtle odour pervaded the room — 

A delicate odour of lilies in bloom^ 

With a waft of the Master's white roses* perfume. 
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WAITING. 

Weary of fighting a rebel that lives in my troubled 

breast, . 
Weary of sickness and pain and a dumb soul sobbing 

for rest, 
I cry unto thee, O beloved, for whom I have waited 

and sought, 
For whom my soul carves jewels and noble statues of 

thought ; 
I yearn, I tarry for thee, afar from the clamouring 

throng. 
To embroider and dress thy name in the loose flowing 

vestures of song. 
Come with thy beautiful angel-face with its sleeping 

sound and light. 
With thine innocent limbs so soft and round, so tender 

and warm and white ; 
And my spirit now huddled in gloom shall soar from 

its cell to sing 
And dally with skyey tints and shades like a rapturous 

lark in spring ; 
And my songs shall be white and pure through which 

thy name shall glow 
And kindle each verse with intense light like flashes 

of fire through snow. 



WAITING. 

Oh! I am weak indeed, no succour or love from 

without, 
Wrestling with rebels within and tracked by the hounds 

of doubt. 
Too proud to yield up the field though I stagger with 

wounds that bleed. 
And cast around despairing eyes and yearn in my 

awful need — 
Yea, bitterly yearn and yearn whilst the weak wind 

croons in its flight 
And the sad rain plays monotonous tunes on the 

invisible strings of night. 
O love, I am so faint with yearning and waiting for 

thee, 
And my life it is so dark that Death oft whispers 

me 
To fling off this earth-soiled rag that chokes the spirit 

within, 
To make an end of it all — of sorrow and sickness and 

sin. 
Weary of fighting a rebel that will clamour and have 

no rest 
Till I sleep in the cold hard grave or swoon on thy 

soft warm breast. 



WAITING. 



I cry unto thee, O beloved, with a wild imploring cry 
To kindle this drooping soul of mine with the light of 
thy splendid eye. 



pAII^YliANO. 

I touch the strand of fairyland 

All brimming o'er with fancies, 
I see the glades and colonnades 

Where light-winged zephyr dances. 
I saunter near the mystic mere, 

I smell enchanted flowers, 
And sunshine shoots from luscious fruits 

That reel to earth in showers. 
I haunt the fountain's magic brim 

Where drowsy foam-bells tinkle 
To nymphs that sleek with glossy limb 

Each saucy dew-Upped wrinkle. 
I watch the lights that glance and gleam 

Shot from the cascade's glor>% 
And listen to a rapid stream 
That darts along with light and song 

Near caverns dark and hoary. 
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FAIRYLAND, 



Now coy nymphs creep from lidded sleep 

And cast on me sly glances, 
And near a rill a daffodil 

With its own shadow dances. 
A sudden bell tolls out the knell 

Of my inborn romances ; 
Once, ah me ! reality 

Dissolves my fairy fancies. 



His treasured words were as sparks in the hearts of 

the lowly wise 
To start a fire that burnt down myths as it travelled 

through centuries. 



0]4 SOMH mOONTAII^S. 

Striped like zebras by the sunlight these lone mountains 

by the sea 
From their heritage of heaven pass its solemn peace 

to me. 
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This is the charter that my years unroll : 
To conquer not my foemen but their hate; 
To meet the onsets of resistless Fate 
With passive yet indomitable soul — 
Self-reverence, self-inspection, self-control. 



UFB. 

The guests at life's carousal one by one 
Steal silently out before the wine be done, 
But others entering take their chairs and so 
The feast ne'er flags howe'er they come and go. 



TWiIilGHT. 

The mountain heights like giants now frown o'er 
This lovely vale they beautified before. 



]4iaHT: ]4BAI^ THH SHA. 

No sound or stir frets on the night stillness, save 
The half-smothered burst of an incoming wave. 
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HVH. 

The lonely eve hangs brooding like a dove 
O'er dying day's last flush, earth's noise above. 



I shrug at these disfiguring scars 
Of wounds Fate dealt me, my just due. 

The Power that drives the weltering stars 
To glorious issues moves me, too. 



CUOl^IiDliY SUCCBSS. 

Worldly success is but the glittering bait 
Of fisher Truth with his long line of fate. 
Whose hook is disappointment soon or late. 



True peace is his who hath subdued himself, 
Who feareth nought but an unguarded mood 
And hopeth little, who hath slowly learned 
Through silent suffering life's solemn lore, 
And through that knowledge fused in sympathy 
Identifies himself with all that feels, 
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And seeking not for guerdon finds within 
A rich reward in unembarrassed light. 
In an extended vision, in the growth 
Of unobstrusive dignity throughout 
His soul's self-governed amplitudes secure 
From violent inroads of licentious passion 
That starves on what it feeds through its excess; 
But in the hour of darkness and assault 
When aU things seem against him stands erect 
And calmly waits the issue, knowing well 
His manhood is his all and that is safe. 



When grief and pain and slander and deceit 
Cleave to thee like thy shadow, when thy friends 
Fall back half siding with thy sneering foes. 
When penury's bald attributes of want — 
When these become thy portion search thy soul 
And work back to the causes which, if found. 
Will shew thee what thou art, then bow thy head 
And murmur : " It is just I sowed the seed 
Who else should reap the harvest?** and be calm. 
But if the utmost stretching of thy mind 
Can touch not any cause within thyself 
Then hold thy head well up for thou art blessed. 
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A sacred peace that nothing can disturb 
Shall soothe thy soul till wisdom enters in. 
The man that hath that peace within his soul 
Shuns frothy pleasures of the feverish world, 
Revering still himself whatever chance. 
Abiding grief lurks in our sensual joys — 
Those blood-red bubbles at life's beaker brim. 



VAIiHT 

I snap the strings and fling aside the lyre, 
My songs have served a purpose — let them go ! 
Parts of my spirit's dawn and noontide glow 
And nights of rolling thunder, chasms of fire. 
I now crave something nobler, grander, higher — 
Power to shift some of the piled up woe 
From man's aspiring hopes aheave below — 
Than visionary realms that mock desire. 
Yet they supplied much substance to my plan 
Of striding from the world's soul-stifling plain 
To life's imperial heights supreme and calm. 
Steeped in God's light and breathed on by His balm. 
I strike straight upward through the fog and rain. 
Revering Truth and proud I am a man. 
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